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?7f?HE  following  unpretending  scraps  of  poetry 
and  letters  are  printed  at  the  pressing 
desire  of  all  the  author's  children, — not  for 
publication,  in  the  usual  sense  of  that  term,  but 
as  a  small  memento  of  their  aared  and  beloved 
father.  Having  himself,  through  the  mercy  of 
(i  nl  in  Christ  Jesus,  obtained  a  good  hope 
through  grace,  of  a  better  life  to  come,  and 
trusting  and  praying  that  his  children  and  pos- 
terity, to  the  latest  time,  may  follow,  not  his, 
but  a  brighter  example  of  Christian  holiness  ; 
should  the  perusal  of  these  feeble  effusions 
prove  the  means  of  leading  any  one  of  them  to 
Christ,  or  aiding  them  in  their  heavenly  jour- 
ney, his  fullest  hopes  will  be  realised.  His  last 
prayer  and  earnest  injunction  is,  that  they  may 
all  meet  him  in  heaven. 

Birmingham,  Feb.,  18-58. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL 


fikrtrt  of  Are  MlWs  father. 


Y  father,  William  England,  was  born  at 
Rhode,  in  the  parish  of  Uplyme,  in  the 
county  of  Devon,  in  the  year  174'',  and  died  in 
the  house  in  which  he  was  born,  on  the  12th  of 
February,  1812,  aged  sixty-three  years. 


I  cannot  tell  precisely  at  what  period  of  his 
life  he  became  the  subject  of  converting  grace. 
but  it  inns!  have  been  rather  early,  as  1  think 
he  was  {'or  upwards  of  thirty  years  a  Wesleyan 
local  preacher.  In  the  beginning  of  his  career, 
now  almost  a  century  ago,  the  rage  of  persecu- 
tion against  that  despised  sect,  was  extremely 
violent  and  severe,  and  the  lew  who  were  hold 
enough  to  try  to  stem  the  torrent  of  ungodliness 
which  prevailed  almost  universally  in  this  coun- 
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try,  among  all  classes,  had  to  do  it  at  great 
sacrifices.      My  father  was  one  of  these.     He 

had  heard  Mr.  Wesley,  and  many  of  the  first 
lace  of  Methodist  preachers,  and  had  taken  up 
his  religion,  not  as  a  mere  form,  but  as  a  living, 
earnest  principle.  Feeling  in  himself  the  bless- 
edness of  "  knowledge  of  salvation  by  the  re- 
mission of  sins,"  and  led  by  the  constraining 
love  of  Christ  to  feel  for  those  around  him,  he 
not  only  exercised  what  talent  he  had  in  the 
cottage-pulpit,  or  the  chapel  where  there  was 
one,  often  travelling  very  long  distances  in  that 
work,  but,  not  daring  to  allow  open  sin  on  his 
brother,  he  warned,  exhorted,  and  reproved  all 
that  came  within  his  reach  or  influence.  Hence 
the  early  part  of  his  career  was  very  rough  and 
trying.  "  But  none  of  these  things  moved  him." 
Knowing  that  "  all  who  will  live  godly  in  Christ 
Jesus  shall  suffer  persecution,"  he  cheerfully 
and  boldly  pursued  his  Christian  course,  allow- 
ing nothing  to  turn  him  to  the  right  hand  or  to 
the  left.  From  the  first  of  my  recollection  up 
to  the  time  of  his  death,  he  opened  his  own 
house  for  preaching,  every  Sunday  morning, 
before  church  hours,  generally  preaching  him- 
self, beginning  at  nine  o'clock,  and  finishing  in 
time  for  his  congregation  and  family  to  go  to 
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(he  parish  church,  where  his  family  regularly 
worshipped,    always    accompanied    by    himself, 

when  he  was  n  ;t  engaged  in  preaching.  Here 
the  rector  would  often  attack  him  in  his  ser- 
mons, launching  his  heaviest  missiles  against 
the  sectarians,  of  whom  my  father  was  almost 
the  only  one  at  that  time  in  his  parish.  On 
these  occasions  he  would  rise  from  his  seat,  an  I. 
turning  a  mild  but  steadfast  countenance  to- 
wards his  assailant,  hear  out  all  he  had  to  say. 
then  quietly  resuming  his  seat,  w  mid  take  the 
first  opportunity, — sometimes  making  a  pur- 
posed journey  to  the  pars  mage-house, — the  next 
day,  to  defend  his  principles  and  practice.  At 
parish  meetings  also,  when  the  farmers,  of  whom 
he  was  one,  were  assembled  for  public  business 
(and  he  never  shunned  any  duly  as  a  citizen),  lie 
was  often  made  the  butt  of  their  jeers  and  ridi- 
cule. But,  armed  with  "a  conscience  void  of 
offence,"  he  was  never  ashamed,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances, to  confess  and  defend  his  Divine 
Master  and  his  faith,  and,  maintaining  an  up- 
right and  irreproachable  life,  he  "  put  to  silence 
the  ign  trance  of  foolish  men,"  who,  if  not  van- 
quished by  argument,  fell,  one  after  another, 
before  the  force  of  a  character  which  1.  fl  them 
nothing  to  gainsay  or  condemn. 
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Faithful  and  firm  to  his  principles,  he  lived 
to  witness  the  truth  of  the  inspired  declarations, 
"  They  that  honour  me   I    will  honour;"    and 
"  When    a   man's   ways    please    the   Lord,    He 
maketh  even   his  enemies  to  be  at   peace  with 
him,"  so  that,  from  being  the  object  of  the  jeers 
and  scoffs  of  the  proud  and  profane,  he  in  time 
became    the  subject  of  the   esteem   and  venera- 
tion of  the  thoughtful,  and  of  the  fear  and  dread 
of    the    careless    and    wicked.        Numbers     of 
those  who  had  been  his  taunting  persecutors, 
when  laid   on  sick  beds  sent    for  him,  desiring 
his   forgiveness  and  prayers,    which  were  never 
denied.     And  he  had   the  satisfaction  of  being 
the  instrument  of  the  conversion,  and  of  witnes- 
sing the  happy  death  of  many  who  in  health  had 
held  him  and   his  religion   in  scorn.     So  fully 
had  he  lived  down  persecution  and  slander,  that 
for  many  of  the  later  years  of  his  life  he  was 
held  in  the  highest  respect  and  esteem  by  the 
parish  generally,    and  was  many   times  called 
in   to  settle  disputes  between  neighbours,  both 
sides  entrusting  their  case  to  his  hands,  and  he 
seldom  failed  to  give  satisfaction   to  each. 

He  was  a  man  "  mighty"   and  incessant  "  in 
prayer."     I  can  remember,  from  the   first  dawn 
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of  my  recollection,  to  the  time  of  my  leaving 
home,  at  twenty-one  years  of  age,  whether  at 
his  wort  in  the  field  (for  farmers  in  those  days 
used  to  work),  walking  by  the  way,  by  day  or 
by  night,  lie  seemed  to  be  holding  constant  in- 
tercourse with  heaven  ;  and  hence  the  secret  of 
that  Christian  zeal,  wisdom,  and  courage,  which 
characterised  his  whole  walk  and  conversation, 
so  that  it  became  a  common  remark,  "  If  ever 
there  was  a  good  man,  Farmer  England  is  one."' 

His  end  was  such  a*  may  be  expected,  though 
it  does  not  always  succeed,  a  life  so  devoted  and 
holy;  he  died,  emphatically,  "in  the  full  tri- 
umph of  faith  !  He  had  enjoyed  through  life  a 
general  state  of  good  health,  but  the  disease 
which  brought  him  to  the  grave  (an  inflamma- 
tion of  the  bowels),  was  only  of  a  fortnight's 
duration.  The  pain  which  he  endured  in  that 
period,  in  which  a  strong  muscular  frame  was 
broken  down  and  crushed,  was  indescribable, 
and,  with  the  means  used  to  allay  it,  often  pro- 
duced delirium.  But  in  all  his  lucid  moments, 
(and  towards  the  last  they  were  chiefly  such), 
his  prospects  were  bright  and  glorious,  and  his 
language  like  that  of  one  who  saw  within  the 
veil.     Just    before    his    departure,  the    curtain 
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that  hides  futurity  from  mortal  view,  seems  to 
have  been  drawn  aside,  and,  with  his  eyes  stea- 
dily fixed  upwards,  and  as  though  unconscious 
of  everything  below,  he  Avas  heard  in  an  audible 
whisper  to  say,  "  0  those  angels  !  those  glorious 
angels!  there  they  are  waiting  to  receive  my 
soul!"  and  in  a  short  time  his  happy  spirit  was 
released  from  the  shackles  of  mortality,  to  join 
the  convoy  waiting  to  conduct  him  to  the  skies. 

The  respect  in  which  he  had  now  for  a  long 
time  been  held  in  the  parish  and  neighbourhood, 
was  most  strikingly  manifested  at  his  funeral. 
The  whole  population  seemed  moved  on  the  occa- 
sion, and  a  larger  concourse  of  people,  including 
nearly  all  the  farmers  in  the  parish,  came  vo- 
luntarily to  witness  his  interment,  and  pay  their 
last  token  of  respect  to  his  character,  than  had 
assembled  upon  any  similar  occasion,  in  the 
memory  of  anyone  there  living,  —  and  every 
countenance  seemed  to  say,  "  /  have  lost  a 
friend!" 

"  The  Memory  of  the  Just  is  Blessed." 
Birmingham,  Feb.,  1858. 
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composed    march    1st,    1845,    ox    the 

author's   entering  the  63rd 

year  of  his  age. 


JHf  REAT  God,  by  whose  unceasing  care, 
^**      This  feeble  life  is  still  sustained, 
And  mercies  new  from  year  to  year, 
In  one  unbroken  strain  maintained : 

0  breathe  thy  spirit  from  above, 

And  teach  this  heart  some  grateful  lay,  . 

And  move  these  lips  in  strains  of  love. 
While  I  Thy  bounteous  grace  survey. 

From  life's  first  dawn  to  hoary  hairs, 
Thy  tender  hand  hath  led  me  on, 

Through  weakness,  sickness,  dangers,  snares, 
Joys,  sorrows,  seen  by  Thee  alone. 


For  mercies  past,  my  thanks  I  raise, 

For  food  and  raiment,  friends  and  home, 

But  higher  themes  demand  my  praise, 
I  hope  in  Christ  for  joys  to  come. 

Taught  by  past  favours  still  to  trust, 
To  Thee  I  all  my  cause  commend, 

Assured  the  grace  that  found  me  first, 
Shall  keep  and  save  me  to  the  end. 
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ON  THEIR  MARRIAGE,  MARCH   1  STH,   1845. 


0 ON    of  my  pride  !  my  first  born  son  ! 

I  hail  thy  bridal  day  ! 
I  give  thee  joy  on  this  glad  morn, 
And  trust  the  guest  will  stay  ! 

But  'twere  ungrateful  should  my  page 

Be  silent  of  thy  praise, 
When  starting  this  momentous  stage 

In  life's  eventful  race. 

From  childhood  up  to  this  my  song, 

Thine  is  a  spotless  fame  : 
Nor  dare  detraction's  boldest  tongue, 

Pronounce  thy  humble  name  ! 


These  lines  were  forwarded  to  a  mutual  friend  at 
Derby,  where  the  wedding  took  place,  and  produced  and 
read  by  him  at  the  wedding  breakfast,  as  much  to  the 
surprise  of  the  bridegroom,  as  to  any  of  the  guests. 
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To  filial  duties'  ev'ry  part 

Thy  step  was  ever  true  : — 
Pride  of  thy  parents'  thankful  heart  ; 

Thy  brother's,  sisters'  too  ! 

Take,  then,  a  father's  blessing  !- 
The  best  his  heart  can  give  : — 

The  prayer  that  God  thy  path  may  make, 
And  guide  thee  whilst  thou  live  ! 

And  thou,  my  daughter  ! — joy  to  thee 
All  that  thy  heart  would  prove  ! 

Pure  conjugal  felicity ; 
The  paradise  of  love  ! 

Pride  of  thy  house,  as  he  of  mine  ; — 

Thy  chaste,  unsullied  name, 
Shall  challenge  every  virtue  tkine, 

Which  his  may  dare  to  claim. 

Cheerfully  then,  I  add  that  name 

To  my  beloved  nine  : 
And  while  the  son  the  wife  shall  claim, 

The  daughter  shall  be  mine  ! 

To-day  you  seal  your  nuptial  vows  : — 
May  Heaven  the  deed  approve  ! 


And  shed  on  all  your  future  lives 
The  tokens  of  his  love  ! 

Now  launching  on  life's  changeful  wave, 

Him  for  your  pilot  take  ! 
His  blessing  seek — His  council  crave, 

And  safe  the  voyage  you'll  make  ! 

But  tho'  I  would  not  damp  your  joy, 
With  one  unwelcome  sound  ; 

Remember,  bliss  without  alloy, 
On  earth  was  never  founJ  ! 

Life  is  at  bes"  an  April  day, 
Whose  glories  seldom  last  : — 

This  hour  may  prove  as  bright  as  May — 
The  next  a  wintry  blast ! 

Should  then  some  adverse  wind  assail. 
Or  storms  invade  your  peace  ; — 

Let  mutual  love  outvie  the  gale 
And  more  and  more  increase  ! 

So  while  without  the  angry  main 
The  barque  may  toss  and  lave, 

Within  let  hope  and  concord  reign, 
And  thus  defy  the  wave  ! 
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By  word,  and  look,  and  action- 
Cement  the  tender  tie  ; 
For  naught  that  love  concerns  is  small," 
Nor  brooks  the  heedless  eye. 

Children  are  ye  of  many  prayers 

Recorded  safe  above  :  — 
Be  yours  in  fervour  joined  to  these, 

And  thus  the  answers  prove. 

With  Joshua  make  the  solemn  word, 

On  this  eventful  day : — 
"  I  and  my  house  will  serve  the  Lord  !" — 

Nor  from  that  promise  stray  ! 

Each  morning,  as  the  bounteous  dew, 

Let  the  pure  incense  rise  ; 
And  evening's  sacred  hours  renew 

The  grateful  sacrifice  ! 

So  shall  your  years  roll  on  in  peace, 
Midst  all  life's  toils  and  cares  ; 

Whilst  children  rise  to  call  you  bios  d, 
And  choose  your  God  for  theirs  ! 

Then  at  the  Lamb's  great  marriage  feast. 

May  you  at  last  sit  down  ; 
To  consummate  your  nuptials  their 

And  wear  the  bridal  crown! 
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FOR      THE      COLLECTED     FAMILY      AFTER 
SEPARATION    AND   SICKNESS. 


OW  great  Thy  mercies,  Lord, 
To  us  and  ours  we  prove  ! 
We  would  thy  kindness  now  record, 
And  join  to  sing  Thy  love. 

In  journeying  up  and  down, 
By  land  and  on  the  wave  ; 

In  dangers  seen  and  oft  unknown, 
Thy  arm  was  bar'd  to  save. 

When  sickness  laid  us  low, 
And  death  upraised  his  spear  ; 

How  oft  hast  thou  disarm'd  the  foe, 
And  heard  and  answered  prayer  ! 
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A  favour'd  family. 

By  special  mercies  shown  ! 
What  shall  we  render,  Lord,  to  Thee, 

Or  how  Thy  love  make  known  ! 

Through  all  our  future  days, 
We  ask  Thy  guardian  care  ; 

And  when  thou  numb'rest  up  thine  own, 
0  raav  we  all  he  there  ! 
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'ELCOME,  sweet  sabbath  of  my  God, 
High  day  of  holy  rest ! 
My  soul  looks  up  to  thine  abode, 
And  pants  to  join  the  blest. 

Welcome  the  hour — the  house  of  prayer, 
Where  God  His  grace  displays  ; 

My  willing  feet  shall  lead  me  there, 
To  join  in  prayer  and  praise. 

Hence  !  worldly  thought  and  anxious  care, 
With  all  your  grovelling  train  ; 

How  sweet  in  sabbatb  joys  to  share, 
To  mingle  in  her  strain  ! 
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Type  of  that  high  eternal  rest, 

Thy  saints  enjoy  above  ; 
Where  all  the  myriads  of  the  blest, 

Unite  in  strains  of  love. 

There  would  I  join  the  ransom' d  throng, 
And  there  my  worship  pay  ; 

And  swell  the  new  sabbatic  song, 
Thro'  one  eternal  dav. 
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IPHY  mercies,  Lord,  from  day  to  day, 
c*°     Shall  move  my  heart  and  tune  my  tongue ; 
But  sabbath  blessings,  more  than  they, 
Demand  a  nobler,  sweeter  song  ! 

How  blest  who   "  hear  the  joyful  sound," 

And  in  thy  festal  pleasures  join  ; 
Where  manna,  milk  and  wine  abound, 

And  living  streams  from  springs  divine  ! 

Better  than  years  of  sensual  joy, 

One  day  in  thy  blest  service  spent  ! — 

The  humblest  place  in  that  employ, 

Than  seats  on  thrones  to  monarchs  lent ! 
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If  aught  in  word,  or  thought,  or  deed, 
I've  grieved  thy  .spirit,  Lord,  this  day ; 

Th'  atoning  mantle  o'er  me  spread, 
And  hide  my  sin  and  take  away. 

And  when,  conducted  by  Thy  love, 

I  close  my  day  of  trial  here  ; 
Receive  inlo  Thy  church  above, 

To  spend  an  endless  sabbath  there. 


^fOW  bounteous,  Lord,  Thy  dealings  are, 
To  all  of  life  possess'd  ; 
But  man  is  thy  peculiar  care, 
And  shares  thy  choicest —  best. 

The  seasons  as  they  roll  along, 

Fresh  stores  of  good  display  ; 
Each  day  demands  a  special  song, 

Each  hour  of  every  day. 

Spring  cloth'd  in  beauty,  life  and  bliss, 

The  grateful  heart  inflames  ; 
While  summer  in  her  richer  dress, 

Puts  forth  her  stronger  claims. 
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But  Autumn  with  her  golden  stores, 
Our  highest  thanks  shall  raise  ; 

Nor  Winter,  tho'  his  tempest  roars, 
Shall  quench  the  song  of  praise. 

Spring — Summer — Autumn — Winter — each, 

One  round  of  blessings  prove  ; 
Demand  our  gratitude,  and  teach 

Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ! 
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WRITTEN    EXPRESSLY     FOR     THE     YOUNG 
LADIES    OF    MERIDEN    SCHOOL- 


SY  God  !  beneath  whose  guardian  care, 
*"     I  laid  me  down  to  rest ; 
And  rose  again  with  strength  renew'd, 
With  new-born  favours  blest ! 

O  teach  my  heart  and  tune  my  tongue, 

To  own  Thy  guardian  power  ; 
And  let  thy  mercies  be  my  song, 

Thro'  each  succeeding  hour. 

The  rising  Spring,  the  opening  day, 
With  life's  ten  thousand  forms  ; 

Invite  my  heart  to  join  their  lay, 
And  give  a  voice  to  worms. 
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Whilst  creatures  of  a  meaner  grade, 

Call  forth  the  grateful  song  ; 
O  let  thy  love  in  Christ  displayed, 

The  nohler  theme  prolong  ! 

That  love  which  glows  thro'  nature's  charms, 

In  every  plant  and  flower — 
Breathes  in  the  air — the  sun-beam  warms, 

And  gives  all  life  its  power. 

0  let  that  Love  my  heart  engage, 
Whilst  youth's  sweet  spring  I  taste ; 

And  flow  along  thro'  every  stage, 
Till  life  itself  is  past. 
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^  UTHOR  of  life!    Almighty  power, 
*^^     Who  form'd  this  wond'rous  frame  ; 
And  still  sustain'st  from  hour  to  hour, 
The  strange,  mysterious  flame  ! 


No  hand  but  that  which  built  the  skies, 
Could  mould  it  from  the  clay : — ■ 

No  power,  but  what  all  life  supplies, 
Could  keep  it  still  in  play  ! 

Fit  tenant  of  so  rare  a  birth, 

The  conscious,  reasoning  soul ! — 

Spark  of  the  God  enshrin'd  in  earth  ! 
Sublime — mysterious  whole  ! 
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ON   ENTERING    THE    65TH   YEAR    OF    MY     AGE, 
MARCH    1st,    1847- 


'EARS  roll  away,  and  still  I  live, 
A  witness  of  my  Father's  care  : — 
Oft  threatened, —  yet  a  fresh  reprieve 
Issues, — and  bids  "  The  fig-tree  spare  !" 

Barren  alas  !  a  sapless  stock  ! 

Yielding  or  wither'd  fruit  or  small ; 
As  tho'  "  The  Dresser's"  toil  to  mock  ! — 

Grace,  grace  alone,  forbids  its  fall  ! 

And  does  this  heart  in  life's  late  hour, 
Still  cold,  and  still  ungrateful  prove  ? — 

Come  breath,  divine  !  with  heavenly  power, 
Subdue  and  melt  it  into  love  ! 
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Still  resting  on  th'  Atoning  blood, 
For  richer  draughts  my  spirit  pants  ; 

Closer  communion  with  my  God  : — 
"  Meetness  to  dwell  among  the  saints  '." 

As  "  heart  and  flesh"  grow  faint  and  tire, 
And  evening's  shades  draw  round  my  head  ; 

Let  stronger  faith  my  soul  inspire, 
And  on  my  path  its  radiance  shed. 

So  when  to  Jordan's  brink  I'm  come, 
And  bade  to  cross  the  threat'ning  tide  ; 

The  stream  roll'd  back  shall  dry  become, 
While  safe  I  pass  to  Canaan's  side. 


Thy  pretty  face,  so  full  of  love, 
Such  charms  about  thee  play  ! 

O,  I  could  eat  thee,  little  dove, 
Or  kiss  thee  all  away  ! 

Thy  mother's  joy  thou  well  may'st  be  ! 

Pride  of  thy  father's  eyes  ! 
When  strangers  in  thy  form  can  see 

So  much  to  love  and  prize. 

0  may  that  lovely  face  of  thine, 

Its  sweetness  e'er  retain  ! 
Nor  sin  deface  those  charms  divine, 

Nor  grief  or  sorrow  strain. 

May  early  grace  thy  heart  imbue, 

And  all  thy  will  incline  ; 
Shine  in  that  face,  so  sweet,  so  true, 

And  make  it  more  divine  ! 

Teignmouth, 
May  3rd,  1847. 
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\V  U  I  T  T  E  N     AT     MERIDE  N. 


/  HIE  AT   God,  attend  our  morning  song, 
^*      Assist  our  humble  lays, 
To  Thee  our  earliest  thoughts  belong, 
Our  richest  themes  of  praise  ! 

Thankful  for  favours  of  the  night, 
For  life,  and  health,  and  rest, 

We  hail  again  the  opening  light, 
With  new-born  favours  blest. 

Throughout  the  day  thy  care  extend, 

To  guide  us  in  our  way, 
Thro'  life  our  sure  unfailing  Friend, 

In  death  our  trust  and  stay. 
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ON     ENTERING     UPON     THE     6GTH,    YEAR 
OF    MY   AGE,    MARCH    1ST,  1848. 


,  MONUMENT  of  special  care, 
I  see  again  my  natal  day  ; 
My  Father's  hand,  resolved  to  spare, 

Hath  snatch'd  from  death*  the  destin'd  prey. 

Surely  His  angels  charge  have  had, 
To  guaid  and  keep  this  feeble  dust, 

Who  in  their  hands  have  safely  led, 
Thro'  varied  deaths  their  sacred  trust. 


•  Alluding  specially  to  a  very  dangerous  and  alarm- 
ing accident  which  happened  to  the  author,  by  a  fall 
through  a  trap-door  to  the  floor  below,  on  the  15th  day 
of  September,  atMeriden. 
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What  shall  I  render  to  my  God, 

For  gifts  and  mercies  ever  new. 
But  chief  of  all,  a  Saviour's  blood, 
More  precious  as  the  end  I  view. 

0  take  this  heart,  so  justly  Thine, 

My  soul,  with  all  Thyself  hath  given  ; 
Engage,  control,  subdue,  refine, 

Till  meet  to  join  Thy  saints  in  Heaven. 

Whate'er  thy  bounty  yet  sees  meet, 

To  add  to  gifts  already  mine, 
Help  me  to  place  it  at  Thy  feet, 

A  sacrifice  entirely  Thine. 

1  ask  not  riches, — longer  days 

I  leave  to  Thine  all-sovereign  will  ; 
Hut  oh,  supply,  with  hourly  grace, 
My  daily  duties  to  fulfil. 

Patience  in  every  trying  hour, 
Wisdom  my  every  step  to  guide, 

Deliverance  from  the  evil  power, 

From  outward  foes  and  inward  pride. 
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And  when  fulfill'd  the  hireling's  day, 
The  solemn  night  of  death  shall  come, 

Put  Thy  hand  softly  on  my  clay, 
And  take  the  ransom' d  spirit  home 
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LOVE  to  hear  thy  dulcet  tongue, 
In  concert  with  thy  lyre  ; 
While  warbling  forth  some  sacred  song, 
Some  strain  of  heav'nly  lire  ! 

It  seems  to  bring  Heaven's  music  down, 

Or  lift  my  soul  above  ; 
Whilst  listening  angels  aid  the  sound 

That  melts  me  into  love. 

Surely  'tis  Heaven  I  feel  within,— 

No  mortal  joy  like  this  ' 
My  soul  would  fly  the  space  between, 

And  seize  immortal  bliss  ! 

Ah  !   no  ;   nor  shall  I  tarry  long 

In  this  frail  house  of  clay  ; 
But  hasten  sunn  to  join  the  song, 

In  everlasting  day  ■ 
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rO  MY   DEAE    LITTLE  GRANDCHILD, 


|rliira    gussrU   ^aijnson,    $> 


AGED  TEN   MONTHS. 


KTVHOU  dearest,  sweetest,  little  child, 


X 


I  love  to  gaze  on  thee  ; 


A  cherub  dances  in  thy   smile, 

Thy  every  look  is  glee. 

Thy  large  dark  eyes,  so  sparkling  bright, 

Thy  looks  so  full  of  joy. 
Thy  little  soul  seems  all  delight, 

Thy  bliss  without  alloy  ! 

How  kindly  sent,  thy  winning  form. 

To  staunch  the  bleeding  heart ; 
Bereft  of  him  in  life's  young  morn, 
Whose  image  bright  thou  art. 
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But  ah  !   with  interest  deep  and  sad, 

I  view  thy  lovely  face, 
Rememb'ring,  tho'  so  blithe  and  glad 

Thine  is  an  orphan's  case. 

A  1)  !  little  dream'st  thou  of  a  bliss, 
Which  thou  must  never  see  ; 

Thou  never  saw'st  thy  fathers  face, 
Thy  father  ne'er  knew  thee. 

But  hast  thou  not  a  Father  still, 

And  she  a  Husband  too  ? 
God  will  his  own  sure  word  fulfil, 

And  prove  them  both  to  you, 

O  may  His  providential  arm, 

Thy  sure  protection  prove, 
Carry  thee  safe  thro'  every  harm, 

And  shield  thee  by  His  b  >\ 

And  when  thy  reason's  lamp  shall  dawn, 

To  light  thy  path  below, 
May  its  first  rays  to  heav'n  be  drawn 

The  "  good  right  way"  to  know. 

Then,  in  the  strength  of  grace  decide, 
And  seal  with  holy  breath, — 
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■•  My  Father, — Thou  shalt  be  my  guide 
In  youth, — in  life, — in  death  !" 

And  when  those  future  days  shall  come, 
And  thou  these  lines  shalt  read,— 

(The  lips  that  breath'd  them,  long  since  dumb, 
And  silent  with  the  dead  :) 

Remember,  'twas  thy  grandsire's  prayer, 

And  many  more  which  he 
Oft  breath'd, — stand  in  heaven's  annals  fair, 

Recorded  there  for  thee  ! 

Plead  these,  and  add  to  them  thine  own, 

And  sure  as  God  is  true, 
He  shall  adopt  thee  as  his  own, 

And  make  thy  nature  new  ! 

Shall  gently  take  thee  by  the  hand, 

And  whisper  in  thy  breast, 
And  point  thee  to  a  better  land, 

'•  The  land  of  heavenly  rest." 

So,  when  thine  errand  here  is  done, 

Thou  shalt  with  joy  arise, 
To  greet  thy  father,  here  unknown, 

In  yonder  dazzling  skies. — 
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Birmingham,  Oct.  30,  1S-36. 
My  dear  Emma, 

From  the  tenor  of  your  letter  received 
this  day  I  cannot  but  infer  that  dear  little  baby 
is  by  this  time  gone  to  join  its  cherub-sister  in 
their  Father's  house  above.  This  is  a  painful 
dispensation  of  Divine  Providence,  but  you  must 
endeavour  to  give  her  up  to  Him  whose  right 
she  is,  and  who  "does  all  things  well."  He 
sees  the  end  from  the  beginning,  and  dees  no- 
thing from  caprice  or  unkindness,  but  lor  the 
furtherance  of  the  best  ends  for  his  creatures. 

In  our  short-sighted  vision  we  may  fancy  we 
saw  her  grow  up  by  her  mother's  side,  her  de- 
light in  her  childhood  and  youth,  and  the  glory 
and  stay  of  her  old  age.  But  how  little  can  we 
calculate     upon    the    sorrow     she    might     have 
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brought  upon  her  whoso  fondest  hopes  were  placed 
upon  her, — and  what  floods  of  anguish  might 
have  overwhelmed  her  own  spirit  ?  How  little 
can  we  foresee  of  the  temptations  she  might  have 
had  to  endure,  and  how  the  very  beauty  which 
her  childhood  seemed  to  promise  might  have 
been  marred  by  the  hand  of  sickness,  or  proved 
a  snare,  and  ensured  her  ruin  !  Now  she  is  safe 
from  all  these, — will  bring  \\a  fresh  anguish  to 
the  heart  of  her  fond  mother,  nor  pierce  her 
own  spirit  by  any  error  or  stain. 

Mingling  with  the  cherubs  in  glory  she  will 
recognise  the  sister  she  never  knew  on  earth, 
and  share  the  bliss  of  heaven  with  the  redeemed 
spirit  of  the  father  she  never  saw  below,  and  all 
of  them  will  perhaps  watch  and  guard  the  lonely 
one  left  behind,  until,  in  a  few  short  months  or 
years,  she  shall  join  them  in  the  skies. 

We  all  sorrow  deeply  for  the  precious  little 
dear,  loving  her  as  our  own ;  but  it  will  be  our 
wisdom  to  resign  her  up  willingly,  knowing  hove 
much  better  she  is  provided  for  in  her  Father's 
house  above,   than  all  our  care  and  solicitude 
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could  have  done  for  her  here-  May  God  sup- 
port thee,  my  dear  child,  under  tins  .second  wi- 
dowhood !  We  all  feel  deeply  for  thee,  and  may 
God  sanctify  this  painful  dispensation  to  the  be- 
reaved mother  and  all  concerned  !  This  is  the 
earnest  prayer  of  your  affectionate 

Father. 


. 
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OCCASIONED    BY    VIEWING     THE     REMAINS     OF 

MY    DEAR  LITTLE  GRANDCHILD, 

SELINA     RUSSELL     JOHNSON,    WHO      DIED      AT 

SOUTHPORT,  OCT.  30TH,  1S56,  AGED    TWO 

YEARS  AND  THREE  MONTHS. 


Q  WEET  babe  !    and  is  thy  spirit  fled  ? 
And  art  thou  gone  to  join  the  dead? 
In  death  so  lovely  still  ! 
And  can  the  charms  thy  looks  display, 
Belong  to  one  of  mortal  clay, 

Bereft  of  mind  and  will  ? 

Or  did  some  cherub-spirit  come, 
Ere  yet  thine  own  had  left  its  home, 

And  bring  a  taste  of  bliss  ? 
And  paint  its  heavenly  charms  on  thine, 
Already  more  than  half  divine, 

And  give  thy  lips  that  kiss  ! 
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Now  pants  no  more  thy  gentle  breast ! 
Thy  little  heart  is  gone  to  rest ! 

And  closed  thy  sparkling  eye  : 
That  heavenly  smile  sits  on  thy  face, 
Which  only  angel-touch  could  trace, 

Or  blissful  dream  supply. 

Oh  !  how  I  lov'd  thee,  peerless  child  ! 
Thy  every  frolic,  wayward,  wild, 

Only  enhanced  my  love  ! 
Thy  orphan-case  still  more  endear'd ! 
Thy  widow'd  mother's  too,  appear'd, 

A  father's  heart  to  move  ! 

How  kindly  lent  to  soothe  awhile, 
A  heart  which  nothing  could  beguile, 

Like  soft  maternal  care  ! — 
Thine  errand  done — the  Power  which  gave, 
Consigned  thee  to  this  early  grave, 

To  serve  His  pleasure  there  ! 

And  shall  I  chide  thy  early  flight  ? 
Arraign  Heav'n's  wisdom,  or  His  right 

To  call  thee  early  home  ? 
Transplant  into  a  milder  clime, 
Out-winging  all  the  blasts  of  time, 

And  all  the  ills  to  come  ! 


I 
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Go,  then,  and  meet  thy  sister*  there, 
Like  thee  a  cherub  bright  and  fair, 

And  greet  thine  unknown  sire ! 
What  rapture  shall  his  spirit  find. 
When  by  his  cherub-children  join'd, 

To  tune  his  golden  lyre  ! 

And  thou,  twice-widow'd,  take  thy  lot, 
Remembering  thou  art  not  forgot, — 

Thy  husband  lives  above  ! 
Lord  over  all,  "  Thy  Maker,"  He 
Will  ne'er  forget  his  care  for  thee, 

Nor  fail  thy  friend  to  prove  ! 
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Tho'  thrice  bereft,  dry  up  thine  eyes  ! 
What  treasures  hast  thou  in  the  skies, 

All  safe  and  surely  there  ! 
And  "  He  who  ever  lives  and  reigns," 
Shall  lead  thee  o'er  life's  hills  and  plains, 

Nor  ever  quit  thy  care 

Hope  on,  and  keep  in  view  the  end  ! — 
Thy  lost  ones  shall  thy  path  attend, 

To  cheer  thee  on  the  way  ! 
And,  soon  or  late,  life's  journey  o'er, 
Shall  meet  thee  on  yon  blissful  shore, 
"  Where  pain  and  parting  are  no  more," 

To  enjoy  an  endless  day. 
•  The  mother's  first  child,  who  died  in  infancy. 
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®0  famurl  Jiuloii,  gsq.,  ginniiujham. 


Dudley,  November  29M,  1846. 
My  Dear  Sir, 

I  have  just  heard  the  melancholy 
news  of  the  death  of  dear  Mrs.  Loxton,  and  though 
it  may  seem  impertinent  in  one  so  little  acquaint- 
ed with  you  to  intrude  on  such  an  occasion,  I 
feel  as  though  I  could  scarcely  help  dropping  you 
a  word  or  two  of  condolence. — But  I  already  feel 
I  have  undertaken  a  very  difficult  task  :  for  what 
words  can  I  use — what  arguments  resort  to, 
which  you  have  not  already  in  mind,  to  mollify 
the  deep  wound  in  your  heart  ?  It  may  seem 
rather  a  singular  coincidence,  that  at  the  mo- 
ment I  received  my  Jane's  letter,  conveying  the 
sad  tidings,  I  was  reading  with  solemn  attention, 
Mr.  Wesley's  Hymn  on  death,  and  was  just  at 
that  verse  on  the  53rd  page, — 
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"Yes,  the  Christian's  course  is  run,  - 

Ended  is  the  glorious  strife  ; 
Fought  the  fight,  the  work  is  done, 

Death  isswallow'd  up  of  life  ! 

"  Borne  by  angels  on  their  wings, 

Far  from  earth  the  spirit  flies, 
Finds  his  God,  and  sits,  and  sings, 

Triumphing  in  Paradise.' ' 

Wliile  no  earthly  consideration  will  admi- 
nister comfort,  there  is  a  cordial  here  from  which 
yon  may  derive  some,  and  adopting  the  Apostle's 
advice,  and  refreshed  with  the  same  assurance, 
yon  will  "  Not  sorrow  as  one  without  hope." 
But  so  long  as  we  are  tenants  of  mortality  hu- 
manity will  put  in  her  claim, — nature  must  and 
ought  to  have  her  due,  and  however  assured  of 
a  better  meeting  above,  the  heart  will  bleed 
when  such  a  tie  is  broken.  I  therefore  do  feel- 
ingly and  heartily  condole  with  you,  and  earnestly 
pray  that  He  who  lias  wounded  may  speedily 
heal,  and  the  hand  that  has  broken  bind  up. 

I  need  not  remind  you  how  large  and  abun- 
dant the  sources  of  your  consolation  are; — or 
how  much  reason,  in  the  midst  of  sorrow,  you 
have  to  rejoice.     Casting  a  look  backward    over 
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the  life  of  the  dear  deceased,  you  behold,  embo- 
died in  her  character,  a  concentration  of  excel- 
lences such  as  seldom  meet  in  one  individual. 

These  have  proved  the  richest  blessing,  and 
the  greatest  source  of  happiness  to  her  household, 
while  the  church  has  been  ornamented  by  the 
mild  and  chastened  light  of  her  character,  which 
will  embalm  her  memory  in  the  hearts,  not  only 
of  her  posterity,  but  in  those  of  all  who  have  had 
the  privilege  of  her  friendship, — and  go  down 
in  its  influence  to  generations  yet  unborn.  It  is 
true  the  richer  the  gem  the  greater  is  its  loss, — 
but  here  the  comparison  fails.  This  is  not  lost, 
but  only  missing  for  a  season,  to  be  found  again 
shortly,  burnished  into  tenfold  brightness  and 
glowing  with  immortal  beams  ! 

But  I  need  not  employ  my  feeble  pen  in 
endeavouring  to  sustain  you  under  this  trial. 
God  will,  and  I  doubt  not  does,  give  you  to 
realize  His  own  unfailing  promises,  "  as  thy  day, 
so  shall  thy  strength  be  ;"  "  Cast  thy  burden  upon 
the  Lord,  and  He  shall  sustain  thee  ;"  and  may 
He  now,  in  the  time  of  your  necessity,  give  you 
all  needful  grace,  and  full  power  to  repose  in 
His  love  T 
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I  would,  if  I  knew  how,  say  a  word  of  comfort 
to  my  dear  young  friend,  Mary  Jane.  I  could 
adduce  a  multitude  of  arguments  calculated  to 
soothe  her  grief — but  she  cannot  take  them  yet; 
affection's  fountain  must  stream  out  its  sorrows, 
for,  however  chastened  by  grace,  nature's  claims 
must  and  will  be  heard.  I  have  only  room  to 
add  in  another's  words, 

" Daughter,  dry  up  thy  tears, — let  love's  deep  sigh 

Yield  to  resolves  to  meet  her  i:i  the  sky." 

That  "The  God  of  all  consolation"  may  be 
your  stay  and  comfort  is  the  heartfelt  wish  and 
prayer  of  yours,  in  Christian  condolence  and  love, 

G;;o.  England. 
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OLL  on,  thou  wond'rous  ocean  !  worthy  thou 
>*B  Of  that  Almighty  Power  whose  potent  word 
First  call'd  thee  into  being,  and  set  bounds 
To  thy  unruly  wave  ! — Omnific  might, 
As  needful  to  control  as  to  create  ! 

Strange  Proteus,  thou  !    now  calm  and  gentle 
as 
A  summer's  eve,  and,  like  a  sea  of  glass, 
Lucid  and  smooth,  reflecting  earth  and  skies; 
While  playful  ripples  gently  kiss  thy  sands, 
Murmuring  soft  music,  like  the  voice  of  love, 
And  throwing  flatt'ring  smiles,  as  if  to  tempt 
The  unwary  landsman  or  the  timid  maid 
To  trust  thy  treacherous  wave  !     And  now, 
Lash'd  into  fury  by  the  angry  winds, 
Threatening   the  eternal   rocks,  whose  frowning 

heights 
Defy  thy  bellowing  rage. — Thy  hoary  surge, 
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Like  fierce  battalions  on  their  fiery  steeds. 
With  manes  wild-flowing,   plumes  and   banners 

wav'd 
High  to  the  gale,  rush,  charging  on  the  foe, 
In  all  the  rage  of  battle  !  but  repulsed 
Against  the  iron  rocks,  and  more  enraged 
Makes   short    retreat,   till    meeting    squadrons 

more, 
And  reinforced,  renews  the  boisterous  charge 
With  ten-fold  fury  ;   when,  as  from  beneath 
Some  hid  volcano,  or  a  thousand  mines, 
Had  sprung  at  once,  opening   with  thund'ring 

roar 
Their  fiery  jaws — upshoots  the  affrighted  brine. 
In  foamy  clouds,  commingling  sea  and  skies! 

Still  unsubdued,  and  scorning  such  rebuffs, 
The  angry  sea-god  urges  on  his  ranks 
In  quick  succession,  heedless  of  the  wreck 
Of  shatter'd  squadrons,  nor  resources  lacks 
To  "  turn  again  the  battle  to  the  gate," 
As  if  to  tempt  to  proof  Heaven's  high  behest, 
"  Hitherto  and  no  farther  shalt  thou  come, 
"  And  here  shall  thy  proud  waves  be  stayed." 

Vain  effort  thine  !   an  adamantine  chain, 
Forged  by  Omnipotence,  binds  fast  those  heights 
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That  sit  in  sullen  majesty  and  scoff 
At  all  thy  rage  ! — While  yonder  waning  moon, 
(Arm'd  with  Omnific  power  to  humble  thine), 
As  with  a  whisper  heard  smid  thy  roar, 
Thro'  all  thy   vasty  depths,  calls  hack  thy  steeds, 
And  bids  thy  ranks  retire, — and  they  obey  ! 
And,  sunk  again  to  rest  the  angry  winds, 
Peace  spreads  her  mantle  o'er  the  battle  scene, 
And  all  is  still  again  ! 


Teignmouth,  Sept.  2-5,  \>  19 
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CLOSING    SCHOOL. 


IPESUS,  the  children's  tender  friend, 

Thy  presence  Ave  implore  ; 
To  aid  our  worship  condescend, 
On  us  thy  spirit  pour. 

Call'd  by  thy  grace  together  here, 
To  learn  thy  blessed  truth, 

Implant  within  our  hearts  thy  fear, 
And  guide  our  heedless  vouth. 

Teach  us  to  love  Thy  holy  name, 
Thy  word,  Thy  worship  too  ; 

To  shun  the  path  of  sin  and  shame, 
Where  wicked  children  go. 

0  save  us  from  that  dreadful  lull 
Which  ends  the  sinner's  race  ; 

And  bring  us  in  thy  heaven  (o  dwell, 
To  see  Thy  glorious  face. 
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FRIEND  of  children,  gracious  Saviour, 
Up  to  Thee  we  look  to-day  ; 
Give  us  tokens  of  Thy  favour, 

Teach  our  hearts  to  praise  and  pray. 

Thou  hast  always  shown  us  kindness, 

Treated  as  thy  tender  lambs  ; 
When  the  world,  with  haughty  blindness, 

Saw  not,  or  despis'd  our  claims. 

When  the  Jews  of  old  denied  us. 

Thou  their  harshness  did'st  reprove  ; 
"  Suffer  them  to  come,"   Thou  cried'st, 

"  Such  my  kingdom, — such  is  love." 

When  the  priests  refused  Thee  homage, 

As  thou  to  the  temple  came, 
Children  rais'd  their  glad  hosannahs, 

Hail'd,  and  sung,  and  blest  Thy  name. 
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Strewing  flowers,  and  palm -boughs  waving, 
See  them  round  the  Saviour  throng; 

Rapture  from  his  smiles  receiving, 

High,  and  loud,  and  sweet,  their  song. 

And,  thu"  now  enthron'd  in  glory, 
Thou,  the  same  kind  Jesus  still, 

Smil'st  to  hear  their  artless  story, 
When  they  ask  to  learn  thy  will. 

Friend  of  children,  gracious  Saviour, 

Up  to  thee  we  look  to-day ; 
Give  us  tokens  of  Thy  favour, 

Teach  our  hearts  to  praise  and  pray. 

March  14,  1816. 
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ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 


WELCOME,  dear  girl,  thy  natal  morn, 
I  wish  thee  ev'ry  joy  ; 

And  often  as  those  days  return, 
The  same  without  alloy. 

To  meet  this  wish  let  Virtue's  voice 

Thy  ev'ry  act  control  ; 
Wisdom  direct  and  fix  thy  choice, 

And  grace  enrich  thy  soul. 

In  blithesome  youth  ma}-  peace  and  love 
With  flowers  thy  patli  adorn  ; 

While  richest  blessings  from  above, 
Light  up  life's  cheerful  morn. 

And  when  thy  sober' d  years  arrive, 

May  riper  joys  be  thine  ! 
Fruits  which  from  early  virtues  thrive, 

To  cheer  thy  days'  decline. 

This  one  short  prayer  for  thee  I  breathe, 

Nor  does  the  muse  belie  : — 
Blest  and  a  blessing  may'st  thou  live, 

And  blest  and  happy  die. 

March  25,  1846. 
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HELPLESS  sinner,  sav'd  by  grace, 
His  only  dying  plea, 
"  The  blood  that  flow'd  foi  all  the  race, 
That  blood  avails  for  me." 

Reader  !  that  blood  alone  can  save, 

Applied  by  simple  faith  ; 
Light  the  dark  passage  to  the  grave, 

Destroy  the  sting  of  death. 

A  voice  invites  thee  from  this  tomb, 

To  meet  him  in  the  skies  ; 
The  blood  that  bought  thee  bids  thee  come 

Wilt  thou  that  call  despise  ? 
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"  %ist  on  \\t  6ws" 

SUGGESTED    BY   HAVING    A    BOOK    WITH    THAT 

TITLE    PRESENTED    TO    ME 

BY    MY    DAUGHTER    JANE,    ON    MY   BIRTH-DAY, 

MARCH    1ST,    1845. 


66   fSHRIST  on  the  Cross  !"  Amazing  sight ! 
Well  may  the  sun  withdraw  his  light  ! 
And  all  the  stars  in  dread  surprise, 
Stand  veii'd  while  their  Creator  dies  ! 


"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  the  Maker,— God  ! 
All  worlds  created  by  his  nod  ! 
Yet  on  the  cross  their  Maker  hangs, 
And  groans  in  nature's  dying  pangs. 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  at  sight  like  this 
Well  may  the  ranks  enthron'd  in  bliss, 
Drop  their  glad  harps,  their  songs  forego, 
I  -  ist  in  astonishment  and  woe  ! 
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"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  and  men  stand  hy, 

And  watch  and  mock  his  agony  ! 

And  devils  all  their  legions  call, 

To  wound  and  bruise  his  righteous  soul  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  and  on  him  plac'd 
The  sins  of  Adam's  guilty  race  ! 
While  law  and  vengeance  urge  their  claims, 
And  hell  pours  forth  its  hottest  flames  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !" — in  that  dread  hour, 
When  earth  and  hell  unite  their  power 
To  crush  his  soul  !     His  Father,  too, 
Withdraws  His  presence, — shuns  His  view  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  0  hear  that  groan! 

"  My  Father  !  why  forsake  thy  Son  ? 

"  Why,  in  this  hour  of  greatest  need, 

''  Withhold  thy  smile, — refuse  thine  aid  ?" 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"     Lo  !  there  He  dies  ! 
"  'Tis  finish'd  !"     Hark  !  the  sufferer  cries  ! 
Justice  receives  his  full  demand, 
And  writ  in  blood  the  deed  shall  stand  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"     Behold  Him  now, 
Triumphant  over  every  foe  ; 
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The  conflict  past,  the  vict'ry  won, 
The  great  redeeming  work  is  done  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"   men  quail  with  shame  ! 
Devils  fly  back  to  their  own  flame  ! 
Angels  rejoice,  each  harp  new-strung, 
Takes  up  and  joins  the  victor's  song  ! 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"     Shout  all  ye  stars, 
While  heav'n  throws  wide  her  dazzling  bars  ; 
And  all  her  hosts  who  watch'd  the  scene, 
Clap  their  glad  wings  to  take  Him  in. 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"     My  soul,  adore  ! 
Lost  in  amazement,  bow  before 
Thy  dying  Lord  !  for  'twas  for  thee 
He  bled  and  suffer'd  on  the  tree. 

"  Christ  on  the  Cross  !"  My  hope,  my  trust ! 
Fix'd  on  this  rock  my  soul  shall  rest ; 
Nor  earth  nor  hell  shall  e'er  remove 
From  this  sure  token  of  Thy  love  ! 
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HAT  happy  children  they, 
Who,  born  on  British  ground, 
Are  taught  to  read  and  pray, 

And  know  "  the  joyful  sound  ;" 
Who  hear  of  Jesu's  dying  love, 
And  seek  that  better  land  above. 

Children  in  heathen  lands, 
Who  never  heard  His  name  ; 

They  break  his  just  commands, 
And  live  in  sin  and  shame  ; 

They  never  hear  of  Jesu's  love, 

Nor  seek  that  better  land  above. 

Like  beasts  they  roam,  untaught, 

A  sin -degraded  brood  ; 
They  know  not  they  were  bought 

With  Jesu's  precious  blood  ; 
They  never  hear  of  Jesu's  love, 
Nor  seek  that  better  land  above. 


But  in  this  happy  land, 

We  have  His  book,  His  day  ; 

His  worship  we  attend, 

And  learn  to  read  and  pray  ; 

O  may  we  prize  the  Saviour's  love, 

And  seek  that  better  land  above. 
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OCCASIONED  BY  LISTENING  TO  THE  TONES 
OF  AN  ORGAN,  WHICH  WAS  BUILT  BY  A 
DEAR    DECEASED    BROTHER. 


tEAR  spirit,  who  when  in  our  clay, 

Did'st  form  the  sweet  notes  I  now  hear ; 
Where, — where  dost  thou  linger  to-day  ? 
In  the  fields  of  the  hlessed,  or  near  ? 

Dost  thou  wander,  with  rapture  untold, 

'Mongst  the  stars  of  the  bright  milky-way  ? 

Or,  trying  thy  harp-strings  of  gold, 

Art  thou  learning  the  seraph's  bold  lay  ? 

Or,  rapt  in  some  amaranth-shade, 

Where  the  odours  of  Paradise  breathe  ; 

Dost  thou  muse  on  the  way  thou  wast  led, 
Whilst  travelling  this  desert  beneath  ? 
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Or,  sent  on  some  errand  of  love, 

To  thy  friends  and  thy  kindred  below  ; 

Do  I  feel  thee  my  coldness  reprove, 
While  I  seek  thy  enjoyments  to  know  ? 

Released  from  the  shackles  of  clay, 
Its  sorrows,  and  sickness,  and  pain  ; 

No  cloud  now  e'er  darkens  thy  day, 
No  cares  thy  felicity  stain  ! 

And  the  harp  which  on  earth  thou  didst  wield, 
With  a  touch  that  awaken'd  surprise  ; 

What  enrapturing  strains  shall  it  yield, 
Now  tun'd  to  the  songs  of  the  skies  ! 

When  dimly  beheld  through  a  veil, 
The  Saviour  thy  soul  could  inspire  ; 

And  Calvary's  wonderful  tale, 

Call  forth  all  the  powers  of  thy  lyre  : — 

But  viewing  Him  now  as  He  is, 
In  the  bright  open  vision  above  ; 

Thy  harp  shall  drop  silent  in  bliss, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  a  transport  of  love  ! 

Reviving  again  from  the  trance, 
I  hear  thee  rejoice  in  the  song ; 
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While  thy  lyre  in  a  rapturous  dance, 
Hulls  gladly  the  triumph  along. 

And  tlit'  harp  thou  hast  left  me  below, 

Seems  touch'd  with  the  breath  of  the  skies  ; 

For  as  its  soft  melodies  flow, 
It  woos  and  invites  me  to  rise. 

But  here  I  must  stay  for  awhile, 
Till  life  and  its  labours  be  done  ; 

And  gladly  submit  to  its  toil, 
In  the  hope  of  a  better  to  come. 

Till  then  I  will  joy  in  thy  joy, 

Looking  forward  with  hope  and  (blight  ; 
To  engage  in  thy  blissful  employ, 

And  mix  with  thy  kindred  in  light. 

The  Saviour  who  suffer' d  for  thee, 

And  took  thee  safe  home  to  His  rest  ; 

Has  paid  down  a  ransom  for  me, 

And  promis'd  a  place  with  the  blest  ! 

Sunday,  Aug.  9,  1816. 
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BABBICOMBE  Bay,  with  thee  I  could  stay. 
To  gaze  on  thy  beauties  around  ; 
For  sure  such  a  nook,  in  nature  or  book, 


Is  nowhere  again  to  be  found. 


Here  the  bold  rugged  rocks,  which   all  rivalry 
mock, 

Tower  fearfully  over  your  head  ! 
Their  base  in  the  sea,  and  their  crest  in  the  sky, 

Both  objects  of  wonder  and  dread  ! 

Roaring  loud  at  their  feet,  the  bold  surges  beat, 

In  all  the  wild  fury  of  strife  ; 
While  frowning  in  pride,  they  laugh  at  the  tide, 

Scorning  all  its  vain  threats  at  their  life. 


•  A  beautiful  Cove,  between   Teignmouth  and   Torquay, 
on  the  coast  of  Devon.     Written  during  a  visit  there. 
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But  in  the  deep  creek,  the  billows  which  break, 

With  fearful  commotion  afar  ; 
Come  shorn  of  their  strength,  and  harmless  at 
length, 

Kiss  softly  thy  white-pebbled  shore. 

Looking  down  from  the  height,  on  the  strand 
far  beneath, 
A  fairy-land  scene  meets  the  eye  ; 
Where  cottages  neat,  with  their  gardens  com- 
plete, 
In  miniature  loveliness  lie. 


There's  "  Carey's   Hotel,"   like   a   gem   in   the 
dell, 

You  would  think  it  was  built  for  a  sprite  ; 
But  when  you  come  there,  its  comfort  and  cheer, 

Convince  you  at  once — 'tis  "  all  right." 

Aloft  on  the  cliffs,  though  nature's  rich  gifts, 

In  soil  and  the  like  are  denied  ; 
The  nice  hand  of  art,  has  acted  her  part, 

And  her  plentiful  pleasures  supplied. 

There  cottage  and  vill,  stud  the  bold  rocky  hill, 
Where  the  eagle  once  builded  her  nest  ; 


Verandah  and  grove,  smiling  down  on  (he  cove, 
In  fancy's  best  imagery  dress' d. 

But  I  must  not  omit  the  Bishop's  retreat, 
Who,  with  all  his  hard  toil  for  the  church, 

In  architect-skill,  and  landscape  as  well, 
Has  left  half  the  world  in  the  lurch. 

Not  sated  at  home,  he  goes  over  to  Rome, 
To  catch  the  Italians'  light  taste  ; 

Then,  hid  from  his  flock,   "  makes  his  nest   in 
the  rock," 
And  paradise  smiles  o'er  the  waste. 

If  grandeur  and  shine  become  a  divine, 

And  give  apostolical  grace; 
Then  this  splendid  thing,*  befitting  a  king, 

Is  surely  just  right  for  his  Grace  ! 

Did  he  take,  one  may  ask,  to  accomplish  his 
task, 
A  model  from  John,  or  St.  Paul  ? 
Had   they   mansions   like  this,   till   they  found 
them  in  bliss  ? 
Then,  Exeter,  thou  hast  done  well  ! 

«  A  splendid  cottage  built  after  the  Italian  style  by  the 
Bishop  of  Exeter. 


But   'twere   well   if  his   whim,  for  cottage   so 
trim, 

Were  all  he  imported  from  Pius  ; 
Nor  had  rifled  his  creed,  of  papistical  seed, 

To  scatter  at  home  in  his  dios'. 

O  Babbicombe  Bay  !  with  thee  I  could  stay, 
To  gaze  on  thy  beauties  around ! 

For  sure  such  a  nook,  in  nature  or  book, 
Is  nowhere  again  to  be  found  ' 

Teignmouth,  Aug.  22,  1846. 
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OCCASIONED    BY    A   VISIT    TO    THE    PLACE    OF 
MY    BIRTH,    AFTER    A    LONG    ABSENCE. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


bH  !  the  spot  where  I  first  saw  the  light, 
And  tasted  of  life  the  sweet  spring  ; 
What  a  mixture  of  pain  and  delight  ! 

What  a  tumult  of  thought  does  it  bring  ! 

The  roof  which  first  cover'd  my  head, 
Is  gone,  and  re-plac'd  by  the  sod  ; 

Tbe  parents  who  nursed  me,  and  fed. 
Have  vanish'd,  and  gone  home  to  God. 

The  mates  of  my  childhood  !  where  they  ? 

All  scatter'd,  or  dead  or  unknown  ; — 
The  green,  once  the  scene  of  our  play, 

With  tall  gloomy  fir  trees  o'ergrown. 
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The  elms  which  o'ershadow'd  our  cot, 

Have  bow'd  to  the  feller's  rude  blow  ; 
And  young  ones  stand  up  in  the  spot, 
To  mark  where  their  sires  us'd  to  grow. 

The  orchard,  whose  planting  I  knew, 
Has  flourish 'd,  and  gone  to  decay  ; 

The  trees  looking  barren  and  few, 
And  time-worn  and  wither'd,  like  me. 

Ah  !   and  just  so  it  is  with  my  race, 
The  grandsires  and  fathers  are  gone  ; 

And  others  have  taken  their  place, 
Unknowing  to  me  an  J  unknown. — - 

But  the  fields  where  in  childhood  I  play'd, 
Their  greenness  and  beauty  retain; 

And  the  lanes,  with  their  stillness  and  shade, 
Invite  me  to  tread  them  again. 

But  here  as  I  wander  and  muse, 

What  faces  I  happen  to  meet, 
With  shyness  and  silence  refuse 

My  looks  and  my  wishes  to  greet. 
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®0  John  liuualiu;,  gnj., 

M.P.    FOR    EAST    WORCESTERSHIRE 


I  beg  to  hand  you  an  abstract  which 

I  intend  to    forward   to  the   House  of  Commons 

to  your  address  to-morrow. 

Congregational        Sunday  School 
Signatures.  Signatures. 


Dudley.  .  .  . 
OldLiiry  .  .  . 
Darby-Hand . 
Dudley-Wood 
Church  Bridge 
Woodside.  .   . 


918 
498 
2oo 
136 
153 
173 


41 
43 
22 
18 
18 
29 


2133 

Sunday  School .  .     171 


171 


Total 


.  .  2304  signatures. 


a 

1m . 


^mmMsmsm^^jt 


66 


I    also    hand    you    the    report   of  the    Wesleyan 
Education  Committee,  referred  to  in  my  last. 

I  had  hoped  to  have  obtained  some  statistics, 
showing  the  amount  of  property  that  would  he 
affected  prejudicially,  if  not  ruinously,  were  this 
measure  to  become  law,  which  are  in  course  of 
preparation,  but  not  yet  complete.  I  should 
judge,  from  the  best  calculation  1  can  make, 
that  it  would  range  between  iN00,000  and 
,£500,000. 

Feeling  the  deep  interest  I  do,  in  common 
with  all  the  Wesleyan  Methodist  Connexion,  in 
this  momentous  measure,  you  will,  I  trust,  par- 
don my  also  enclosing,  and  soliciting  your  pe- 
rusal  of,  the  accompanying  short  pamphlet. 

1  am  most  decidedly  convinced  that  a  mea- 
sure of  such  paramount  importance  as  a  law 
for  the  general  education  of  the  poor  of  this 
great  empire,  clogged,  as  it  must  necessarily  be, 
by  so  many  interests,  ought  not  to  be  tacked  to 
any  other  enactment.  It  is  surely  of  sufficient 
importance  to  constitute  a  separate  act  of  par- 
liament. 
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The  more  I  look  at  the  subject,  and  at  the 
bill  of  Sir  James  Graham,  the  more  fully  am  I 
satisfied  that  some  foul  play  was  intended,  un- 
der cover  of  this  measure,  against  Protestant- 
ism ;  and  it  is  a  matter  that  raises  my  highest 
astonishment,  that  any  minister  of  the  Crown 
would  venture  to  propose  such  a  monstrous 
blow  against  the  civil  and  religious  liberties  of 
the  country  at  this  time  of  the  day,  as  this  bill 
implies.  And  I  greatly  regret  that  a  ministry 
in  whom  I  have  had  the  greatest  confidence, 
should,  as  I  humbly  conceive  they  have,  com- 
mitted themselves,  as  to  give  it  their  counte- 
nance. 

I  am,  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

Geo.  England. 
Dudley,  April  21,  1843. 


wmfoi  Esq., 


UP.    FOR    EAST    WORCESTERSHIRE 


I  beg  to  apologise  for  troubling  you 
with  a  line  or  two  more  up  ;ii  (lie  subject  on 
which  I  have  had  the  honour  lately  of  address- 
ing yon. 

I  am  truly  sorry  1  bat  the  alterations  intro- 
duced by  Sir  James  Graham  into  bis  Factories 
Bill  should  have  lef'i  any  occasion  for  such  in- 
trusion :  but  they  are  so  unsatisfactory  to  (hose 
I  represent,  and  the  Wesleyan  body  generally, 
that  we  feel  called  upon  to  renew  our  opposition 
to  its  being  passed  into  a  law,  and  to  solicit 
those  honourable  members  who  have  favoured 
us  with  taking  charge  of  our  petitions,  to  give 
us  their  aid  in  urging  upon  the  government  the 
withdrawal  of  the  bill.      The  altera) ions  pro- 
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posed,  not  at  all  affecting  the  principle  of  the 
measure,  nor  improving,  but  in  the  slightest 
degree,  if  at  all,  its  practical  working,  the  Mime 
objections  lie  against  it  now  as  before  (  Ite- 

rations were  proposed  ;  and  it  would  only  be  an 
impertinent  intrusion  "upon  your  time  and  pa- 
tience were  I  to  reiterate  them. 

I  would,  however,  beg  leave  to  remark,  that 
the  more  I  examine  the  bill  and  its  tendencies, 
the  more  I  am  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  our  ci- 
vil and  religious  privileges,  and  for  our  blood- 
bought  Protestantism.  Its  sure  working,  if  it 
could  be  made  to  work,  would  be  to  uproot  the 
voluntary  schools  of  non-conformists,  and  place 
the  training  of  the  children  of  the  poor  in  the 
hands  of  the  clergj  of  the  establishment,  of 
whom  it  is  strongly  reported  that  12,000  out  of 
the  15,000  are  incipiently  or  wholly  imbued  with 
the  Puseyite  heresy,  or  in  other  words,  with  the 
doctrines  of  the  Church  of  Rom". 

Sir,  this  is  to  me  the  most  fearful  "  sign  of 
the  times,"  and  although  I  know  that  many  re- 
gard it  as  a  hiding  matter,  and  laugh  at  those 
who  see  it  otherwise,  the  bold  and  hasty  strides 


which  Popery  has  made,  and  is  making,  ex- 
cites apprehensions  which  I  cannot,  and  dare 
not  disguise.  But,  setting  aside  all  considera- 
tions of  this  kind,  the  fearful  hlow  which  this 
measure  would  inflict  on  the  constitutionally  re- 
cognised rights  and  liberties  of  the  subject,  is 
such  as  no  non-conformist  can  look  at  without 
the  most  painful  apprehension.  I  need  not  re- 
peat to  you,  Sir,  that  the  Wesleyans  are  a  quiet, 
unobtrusive  and  loyal  people,  and  that  they  have 
never  moved  in  political  matters  but  in  the 
greatest  emergency,  and  the  last  occasion  was 
one  which  saved  the  national  church  ;  but  such 
is  their  view  of  this  measure  that  they  will  use 
every  constitutional  effort,  to  the  petitioning  the 
Throne  itself,  to  obtain  its  withdrawal. 

Hoping  that  you  may  coincide  with  them,  and 
afford  your  powerful  aid  for  the  attainment  of 
this  object, 

I  am,  Sir, 

Tour  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

Geo.  England. 

Dudley,  May  20,  1843. 
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Sight  foiunitablc  fort  fatljnloit 


My  Lord, 

The  recollection  of  your  former 
condescension  and  kindness,  when  I  had  the  ho- 
nour of  your  correspondence  in  your  successful 
efforts  for  ameliorating  the  malt  laws,  and  for 
the  Truck  Bill,  emboldens  me  to  obtrude  myself 
once  more  upon  your  lordship's  notice. 

The  Wesleyans  of  Dudley,  viewing  with  alarm 
the  proposed  endowment  of  the  popish  College 
of  Maynooth,  have  prepared  petitions  to  hoth 
houses  of  Parliament  against  that  measure,  and 
have  desired  me  to  ask  your  lordship  if  you 
could  favour  them  hy  presenting  those  petitions 
to  the  House  of  Lords,  and  of  supporting  their 
prayer  ? 

The  petitions  are  based  upon  the  principle 
that   Holy  Scripture  is  the  only  safe  and  infal- 
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lible  guide  arid  standard  of  Christian  faith  ami 
practice  :  that  Popery  is  a  system  not  in  accord- 
ance with,  hut  in  many  essential  points  contrary 
to,  those  Scriptures  :  that  il  is  subversive  of 
civil  and  religious  liberty  :  and,  that  its  recog- 
nition, in  the  form  of  an  endowment,  by  this 
Protestant  country,  would  he  a  daring-  sin 
against  God,  an  insult  to  the  cherished  memo- 
ries of  our  martyred  forefathers,  who  purchased 
it  for  us  through  flames  with  their  blood ;  and 
imminently  calculated  to  bring  down  the  Divine 
judgments  upon  these  realms. 


Trusting  that  your  lordship  will   pardon  this 
abrupt  intrusion, 

I  have  the  honour  to  he, 

My  Lord, 

Your  lordship's  most  obedient 
humble  servant, 

Geo.  England. 
Dudley,  April  16.  1845. 
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&o  mg  bear  gfauglittr  Jimr, 


ON    HER    MAR  R I  AG  F.. 


/OHILD  of  my  pride  !   my  lovely  Jane  ! 
I  hail  thy  bridal  morn  ! 


I  wish  thee  joy  that  ne'er  may  wane, 
"  A  rose  without  a  thorn." 

Dear  hast  thon  ever  been  to  me  ! 

Pure  is  thy  spotless  name  ! 
Each  filial  virtue  dwells  in  thee, 

A  father's  love  to  claim. 

From  the  first  dawn  of  budding  youth, 

To  this,  thy  bridal  hour  ; 
Thy  path  has  been  unsullied  truth, — 

Thy  heart  the  purest  flower  ! 


m$mm®(< 


74 

And  now,  the  first  to  win  thy  love. 
That  heart  to  one  is  given  ; 

May  his  be  thine,  with  equal  love, 
That  love  be  seal'd  by  heav'n. 

And  thou,  my  son,  I  give  thee  joy  ' 
All  thou  can'st  hope  to  share  ! 

Conjugal  bliss,  without  alloy, 
As  much  as  mortals  dare  ! 

With  cheerful,  yet  with  trembling  hand 

I  give  my  child  to  thee  ! 
Be  all  to  her  a  husband  can, — 

All  that  a  wife  shall  she  ! 

With  pure  and  self-devoting  love, 
She  trusts  her  to  thine  arms  ; 

As  round  the  oak  the  ivy  clings, 
And  laughs  at  winds  and  storms. 

So  let  thy  manly  soul  sustain 

Thy  love-confiding  vine  ; 
Thy  happiness  her  highest  aim, 

Her  joy  and  comfort  thine  ! 

By  word,  and  look,  and  action, — all 
Cement  the  tender  tie  ; 
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';  For  nought  that  love  concerns,  is  small," 
Nor  brooks  the  heedless  eye. 

Now  join'd  in  one  by  mutual  love, 

Life's  journey  to  pursue  ; 
May  favouring  heaV'n  the  deed  approve, 

And  shed  his  smiles  on  you  ! 

His  smiles,  the  best,  the  richest  share, 

That  mortals  can  secure  ; 
Make  this  your  first,  your  highest  care, 

And  then  the  prize  is  sure  ! 


With  Joshua  pledge  the  solemn  word, 

On  this  eventful  day  : — 
"  I  and  my  house  will  serve  the  Lord," 

Nor  from  the  promise  stray  ! 

Each  morning,  as  the  bounteous  dew, 

Let  the  pure  incense  rise  ; 
And  evening's  sacred  hours  renew, 

The  grateful  sacrifice  ' 

Religion  !   'tis  the  balm  of  life, 

Its  highest,  richest  bliss  ! 
Be  this  your  one,  your  only  strife, 

Who  most  shall  live  for  this. 
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So  shall  your  years  roll  on  in  peace, 
'Midst  all  life's  toils  and  cares  : 

While  children  rise  to  call  you  blest, 
And  choose  your  God  for  theirs. 

Then  at  the  Lamb's  great  marriage-feast, 

Shall  you  at  last  sit  down  ; 
To  consummate  your  nuptials  there. 

And  wear  the  bridal  crown. 


1 
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irr  a  in. 


"^N  the  night  of  Tuesday,  the  13th  of  April, 
1847,  or  rather  <  n  the  Monday  morning, 
I  dreamt  that  a  millenial  day  was  come,  and 
that  we  were  holding  a  jubilee  of  love ;  that 
everybody  was  pious,  and  attending  places  of 
worship;  and  all  sects  and  distinctions  among 
Christians  (and  all  were  sue!) )  had  ceased  ;  that 
Churchmen,  Methodists,  and  Dissenters,  min- 
gled together  in  the  exercises  of  religion  with 
the  sweetest  union  and  concord,  and  nothing  but 
expressions  and  offices  of  love  and  friendship 
every  where  prevailed.  A  number  of  lovely 
young  females  employed  themselves  in  cutting 
and  ornamenting  beautiful  cards,  some  like 
shells  and  various  devices,  on  which  they  wrote 
suitable  verses  and  passage-;  of  Scripture,  such 
as,  "  How  good  and  pleasant  a  thing  it  is  for 
brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity,''  "  God  is 
love,''   Ov'c,  and   handed  them  about   among  the 
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company,  a  number  of  which  cards  came  into 
my  hands.  The  feeling  was  more  delightful 
than  I  can  describe,  or  than  I  ever  before  expe- 
rienced. It  was,  indeed,  "  Heaven  begun  be- 
low," and  too  exquisite  to  be  long  enjoyed  by 
an  inhabitant  of  earth.  The  vision  was  but  as 
for  a  moment,  and  I  woke  up  to  grasp  the 
parting  shadow,  under  the  most  pleasurable 
feelings,  mixed  wTith  deep  regret  at  its  transient 
stay.  The  following  descriptive  stanzas  then 
came  impromptu  to  my  mind  : — 


Now  universal  love 

In  ev'ry  bosom  reigns  ; 
While  Christ,  "  the  heav'nly  dove," 
The  glorious  theme  sustains  ; 
And  heav'n  and  earth  unite  to  raise, 
One  concentrated  burst  of  praise. 


The  young  take  up  the  theme, 

And  all  their  arts  employ, 
To  swell  the  rising  stream 
Of  happiness  and  joy  ; 
While  furrow' d  age  its  cares  forego, 
And  melts  amidst  its  genial  glow. 
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Parties  forget  their  name, 

And  sects  no  more  divide  ; 
All  feel  and  speak  the  same, 
All  swell  the  rising  tide  ; 
Sorrow  and  grief  are  cast  away, 
While  heav'n  reveals  her  opening  day. 
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MARCH    1,   !*-■';_. 


~Vf Y  God,  assist  me,  while  I  raise 
a***s   S  mie  humble  tribute  to  thy  praise  ; 
For  life  preserved,  'midst  toils  and  cares, 
For  seventy  1<  ng,  eventful  years  ! 

Fur  forty, — Oh!    I  own  with  shame, 
How  iindeserv'd  (he  lionour'd  name  ; 
I've  been  among  Thy  flock  enroll'd, 
And  still,  unworthy,  keep  the  fold. 

A  monument  of  special  grace, 
My  Ebenezer  here  I  raise  ; 
"Whilst  from  a  height  on  Jordan's  strand, 
I  cast  a  glance  o'er  Canaan's  land. 

As  past  some  wild  and  rugged  waste, 
The  way-worn  pilgrim  spies  at  last 
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His  long-sought  home,  now  nearly  found, 

Rests  on  his  staff  and  locks  around, 

And  ruminates  on  labours  o'er, 

Foes,  dangers, — seen  to  see  no  more  ; 

And,  cheer'd  with  hopes  of  speedy  rest, 

Already  feels  it  in  his  breast  : 

So,  in  adoring  wonder  lost, 

I  gaze  on  scenes  and  mercies  past ; 

And  in  the  confidence  of  hope, 

To  future  joys  look  gladly  up. 

Tho'  much  of  sorrow,  toil,  and  care, 
Have  been  my  lot  while  travelling  here  ; 
Of  mercies  too  my  song  I'll  raise, 
And  call  my  ev'ry  power  to  praise 
The  hand  Divine,  whose  guardian  power, 
Has  held  me  on  to  this  late  hour  ; 
While  faith  assures, — the  end  in  sight, — 
'  At  eventide  there  shall  be  light." 

But  where  that  faith's  foundation  laid 
In  duties  done,  or  offerings  made 
Or  strict  obedience  to  Thy  laws  ? 
Or  zeal  and  bounty  in  Thy  cause  P 
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All,  no  !     If  these  I  dare  to  name, 

I  sink,  o'erwhelm'd  in  conscious  shame  ; 

And  could  I  rear  a  mountain-height 

Of  such,  one  ray  of  heaven's  pure  light 

Would  melt  the  whole,  and  leave  even  less 

Than  sun-heam's  weight  the  scale  to  press. 

What,  then,  my  trust  ?  A  Saviour's  Mood  ! 
I  need, — I  ask  no  higher  good  ! 
On  this  all-precious  sacrifice, 
My  cheerful  faith,  assured,  relies. 
And  thus  sustain'd,  with  steadfast  gaze, 
I  look  beyond  this  fleeting  maze  ; 
Nor  fear  my  final  foe  to  meet, 
Nor  wish  his  coming  to  defeat ; 
For  when  I  pass  death's  gloomy  shade, 
His   "  rod  and  staff"   shall  be  my  aid, 
Till,  all  my  fears  and  trials  o'er, 
I  land  at  last  on  Canaan's  shore. 
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ON    MISS    PRUDENCE    DAVIE, 

OF    LYME, 

WHO  DIED  AT    THE  AGE  OF    SIXTEEN,  GREATLY 
ESTEEMED    AND 

BELOVED    BY    ALL    WHO    KNEW   HER. 

(Written  when  the  author  was  very  young.) 
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ift  $  pluck'd    by  some    rude  hand,   the   new- 
<^*B     blown  flower 

Blooms  and  decays  within  the  same  short  hour  ; 
Or,  as  in  summer-storms,  when  thunder  rends, 
The  blasted  bud  beneath  the  lightning  bends; 
She  who  beneath  this  sod  securely  rests, 
Her  happy  spirit  number'd  with  the  blest, 
Fell,  to  the  shaft  of  death,  an  easy  prey; 
Fell, — but  to  rise  and  flourish  ever  gay. 

Lovely  her  form  !  her  modesty  serene, 
Bespoke  superior  excellence  within. 
Fitted  to  live,  yet  fitter  still  to  die, 
Fashion'd  on  earth,  but  fashion'd  for  the  sky, 
Heav'n  saw  each  virtue  with  her  nature  bloom, 
And  call'd  her  happy  soul  from  ills  to  come ; 
From  ills  to  come  she  now  securely  rests, 
Absorb' d  in  love,  and  perfected  in  bli^s. 


Spitap!! 


ON 


THE  LATE  MR.  SAMUEL  CLARKE, 

OF    DUDLEY. 


^f  F  filial  duty,  or  fraternal  love, 
*     Or  friendship,  faithful  as  in  breasts  above  ; 
Or  manly  grace  in  youth's  meridian  bloom, 
Could  shield  their  subject  from  an  early  tomb, 
Thou   yet   hadst   liv'd  ! — but   more   than   these 

were  thine  ! 
A  hope  immortal,  confidence  divine 
In  Jesu's  dying  love  !     His  saving  power 
Tby  trust  and  joy  in  death's  momentous  hour  ! 
— Then,  widow,  dry  thy  tears, — let  friendship's 

sighs, 
Yield  to  resolves  to  meet  him  in  the  skies. 
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Impromptu, 


WRITTEN  IN  A  RAILWAY  CARRIAGE  TO  A  YOUNG 
LADY,  WHO  HAD  WITH  HER  A  FINE  BOU- 
QUET OF  ROSES,  WHICH  THE  WRITER  OB- 
SERVED TO  WITHER  ON  THE  JOURNEY. 


£f$HE  rose  pluck'd  from  the  native  stem, 

*      Is  doom'd  to  wither  soon  ; 

The  fair  one,  though  the  brightest  gem, 

Must  one  day  loose  her  bloom  ! 
Maiden  !  so  spend  thy  lovely  bloom, 

That  when  thy  beauty  goes, 
Tliy  name  may  yield  a  sweet  perfume, 

As  does  the  wither'd  rose  ! 
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This  legacy  Thou  didst  bequeath, 
And  'tis  thy  pleasure  still  ; 

The  members  of  Thy  church  beneath, 
Should  execute  Thy  will. 

Taught  by  example  so  divine, 

Let  all  our  efforts  prove, 
While  recognising  Thee  in  Thine, 

We  yield  to  sov'reign  love. 

Thus  while  in  duty's  path  we  move, 
(And  swTeet  the  best  employ), 

We  haste  to  our  reward  above, 
Of  rest,  and  peace,  and  joy. 
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^  NOTHER  year  this  fragile  bark, 

O'er  life's  rough  flood  has  held  its  way; 
Thro'  breaking  billows,  tempests  dark, 
Terrors  by  night,  and  fears  by  day. 

Yet,  shelter' d  by  Almighty  Power, 
Safe  in  the  hollow  of  His  hand  ; 

No  tbreat'ning  wave  cnuld  dare  devour, 
No  foe  reverse  His  high  command. 

Still  faith  and  hope  their  posts  maintain, 
This  guides  the  helm,  that  sets  the  sail  ; 

"While  adverse  currents  roll  in  vain, — 
Rages  in  vain  the  angry  gale. 


A  ray  of  light  shoots  thro'  the  gloom, 
To  faith  and  hope  a  signal  given  : 

A  whisper  comes  that  tells  of  home, 
Land  not  far  off, — a  peaceful  hav'n. 

What  height  is  this  just  hove  in  view, 
Cloud-capp'd  with  glory  dimly  el  ear  ? 

Oh  !   'tis  the  land  to  which  I  go, 

And  gladden'd  hope  proclaims  it  near. 

Rising  hefore  my  wondering  gaze, 
Some  city's  towering  walls  appear. 

Bright  with  salvation  !   sounds  of  praise 
Come  Moating  softly  on  my  ear  ' 

Di.-tincter  vision  shows  its  name, 
Its  bursting  glory,  whose  ahode  ; 

Oh  !   'tis  "  the  New  Jerusalem,'' 
"  The  city  of  the  saints  and  God." 

Soon  shall  I  gain  that  long-sought  shore, 
Where   storms   are  hush'd  and  dangers 
cease  ; 

And  fear  and  grief  disturb  no  more, 
lv  But  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace.'' 
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tt  Aislt  famine  of  1840.* 

TO  THE    REV.  MR.  WAUGH,  WESLEYAN    MINIS- 
TER, BAXDOX,  IRELAND. 


Rev.  Sir, 

The  groans  of  my  starving  fel- 
low-creatures in  Ireland  go  to  my  heart,  and 
start  the  inquiry,  "  Can  I  do  anything  to  assist 
in  relieving  them  ?"  A  number  of  charitable 
demands  present  themselves  at  home,  but  none 
of  them   can   urge   this   appeal,    "  I  perish  for 

»  This  year  a  mysterious  disease,  such  as  had  never  be- 
foro  occurred  here  or  in  any  other  country,  as  by  any  records 
appeared,  attacked  the  potato  crop,  and  in  Ireland  destroyed 
nearly  the  whole  produce,  to  an  extent,  as  it  was  stated  in 
the  public  journals  of  the  time,  of  an  amount  of  human 
food  equal  to  twelve  millions  of  quarters  of  wheat,  causing 
in  that  portion  of  the  British  dominions  the  most  terrible 
famine  ever  known. 
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hunger  !"  and  I  cannot  stifle  this  heart-wound- 
ing cry.  As  the  most  speedy,  and  I  douht  not 
effectual,  way,  of  doing  a  little,  I  enclose  a 
p.  o.  O.  for  five  pounds,  to  be  applied  in  the 
way  you  may  judge  best  to  accomplish  my  ob- 
ject. Trusting  you  will  pardon  my  troubling 
you  to  become  my  almoner  for  this  small  sum, 

1  am,  Rev.  Sir, 

Your  unknown  humble  servant, 

Geo.  England. 
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*T2f  OW  swells  the  glorious  orb  of  day, 
**     Refracted  by  the  western  wave  ! 
Melts  into  golden  light  away, 
Till  in  a  sea  of  glory  lav'd  ! 

So  may  my  sun,  life's  journey  o'er, 
Bath'd  in  a  Saviour's  smiles  decline  ; 

Glowing  with  joys  unknown  before, 
Till  lost  in  floods  of  love  divine  ! 

Ledbury,  July,  18-52. 
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/\NCE  more  assembled  in  tins  place, 

To  read  Thy  word  and  seek  Thy  face  j 
Help  us,  O  Lord,  with  watchful  carp, 
To  guard  our  heart*  from  ev'ry  snare. 

Save  uk  from  trilling  thoughts  and  look- 
Fix  our  attention  on  our  hooks  $ 
By  words  and  actions  let  us  show, 
We  only  aim  Tliv  will  to  know 


(No  trifling  word.  i»i,  roving  thought,— 
No  toy  must  to  the  school  be  brought  ; 
For  God's  all-seeing  eye  is  there. 
And  who  shall  His  dread  anger  dare  P) 

Obedient  to  our  teatfeers,  still, 
Anxious  our  duties  to  fulfil  ; 
May  all  our  words  and  doings  prove, 
We  learn  of  God,  (<  for  God  is  low.' 


ga  ffj  .  }     -■  ^r-::-~     <  Id) 


Prittrn  iii  Sitluifss. 


ft' VST   I  one  grain  of  good  .supply, 
Not  first  deriv'd  from  Thee  ; 
My  hope  of  paradise  to  buy, 
Twere  "  woe  indeed,"  to  me  ! 

I've  scann'd  the  book  of  reckoning  o'er, 

Full  on  the  debtor  side  ; 
Page  after  page, — ten  thousand  more 

From  heav'n's  report  supplied. 

I  cannot  numerate  the  sum, 

Nor  dare  I  if  I  could  ; 
The  sight  would  strike  my  senses  dumb,- 

Freeze  up  my  feverish  blood. 

The  credit  side, — all  blank  and  fair, 
The  volume  all  search'd  through  ; 

I  cannot  find  one  item  there, 
To  set  against  the  due. 


m®@^ 


I  take  the  record  as  it  is, 

And  to  my  Lord  display  ; 
Acknowledge  all  its  truthfulness,— 

But  nothing  have  to  pay  ! 

He  looks,  with  pity  in  His  eye, 

Points  to  His  hands  and  side  ; 
Tells  me  these  wounds  were  made  for  me, 

— For  me  He  bled  and  died  ! 

Reason  recoils  !   nor  dares  receive 

Announcement  so  divine  ; 
But  faith  commands  me  to  believe, 

And  count  the  pardon  mine  ! 

Then,  with  a  drop  of  His  own  blood, 

He  cancels  all  the  score  ; 
Plunges  the  record  in  the  flood, 

To  be  recall'd  no  more  ! 

Hanging  on  this  sure  word  of  love, 

I  tread  affliction's  road  ; 
While  mercy  streaming  from  above, 

Lightens  or  bears  the  load. 

Yea,  tho'  I  walk  through  death's  dark  shade, 
No  fear  my  soul  shall  know; 
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"  Thy  rod  and  staff"   shall  be  my  aid. 
Thy  presence  light  me  thro'. 

Thus,  in  the  confidence  of  hope, 

I  view  ray  future  home  ; 
Waiting  till  Jesus  calls  me  up, 

And  bids  His  ransom' d  "  Come  !" 

January  23.  I8d2 


QSS^2P 
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I.V.MK    KKCn  S,    DORSET. 


Zferifey,  ^y/y  24,  1838. 
My  dear  U.ncee, 

It  afibrded  me  no  less  pleasure  than 
surprise  to  receive  a  letter  from  my  aged  and 
honoured  unele,  and  written  without  the  help  of 
glasseSj  in  the  eighty-eighth  year  of  his  age, 
when  I,  who  am  thirty-two  years  younger,  cannot 
read  or  write  a  word  without  such  help.  But 
the  pleasure  I  derived  from  your  letter  arose 
chiefly  from  other  considerations  than  these. 
The  thankful,  resigned,  truly  christian  spirit 
which  it  breafhes,  affords  me  the  highest  satis- 
faction. To  see  an  aged  Christian,  bending  over 
the  grave,  anil  in  constant  expectation  of  drop- 
ping into  it,  viewing  the  last  enemy  rather  in 
the    character    of  a    friend,    and    the  dark    and 
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dreary  home  of  mortality  as  a  friendly  resting- 
place,  is  truly  delightful.  Instances  of  this  kind 
stand  as  irresistible  proofs  of  the  truth  of  Di- 
vine revelation,  while  they  show  forth  the  power 
of  the  grace  of  God,  and  testify  that  we  have 
not  followed  cunningly  devised  fables. 

It  cannot  hut  afford  me,  who  feel  the  strong 
tie  of  attachment  to  my  aged  and  dear  relative, 
great  and  thankful  pleasure  to  find,  that  though 
so  heavily  and  so  long  afflicted,  you  have  found 
all  through  your  protracted  trial  that  He  who 
has  seen  fit  to  put  you  into  the  furnace,  has 
also  sustained  you  in  it.  That  you  have  expe- 
rienced, and  do  continue  to  experience,  the  truth 
of  those  declarations,  ••  As  thy  day  so  shall  thy 
strength  he  ;"  and,  "  My  grace  is  sufficient  for 
thee." 

I  might  pass  over  your  political  remarks  as  a 
subject  not  necessary  to  enter  upon  in  this  short 
epistle,  but  that  you  may  perhaps  think  I  wish 
to  shun  it,  or  hide  my  principles.  If  you  lived 
amongst  so  violent  a  set  of  radicals  as  I  do,  men 
whose  aim  and  object  seems  to  he  to  destroy 
and  not  to  reform  the  institutions  of  our  beloved 
country, — men  who  would  pull  down  and  tram- 
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pie  under  foot  the  established  church,  dethrone 
our  beloved  queen,  exterminate  the  peerage,  set 
religion  at  defiance,  and   deluge  the  land  with 
anarchy  and  blood  ;   who  can   brook  the  will   or 
power  of  none  but  their  own  :   whose  doctrine  of 
liberty  may  be  expressed  in  these  few  words  :— 
"  We  give  you  leave  to  think  and  act  as  we  shall 
dictate,  and  if  you  will  not  we  will  cleave  your 
skull,  or  cut  your   throat."      If,  I  say,  you  were 
surrounded  with,  and  felt   the   tyranny  of  such 
men,  I  think  you  would  be  ready  to  say,  "  Give 
me  tory  domination  rather  than  put  me  under 
the  power  of  such  unprincipled,  ungodly  dema- 
gogues as  these."      I    am  as  much  a  reformer  as 
I  ever  was,  but   I  see  too  much  of  the  destruc- 
tive purposes  of  such   men  as  I  have  been  des- 
cribing, not  to  hesitate,  and   pause,  and  retreat. 
If  the  great  work  of  reform,  and   not  destruc- 
tion, is  to  be  carried,  it  must  be  by  wiser  heads 
and  more  gentle  hands  than  those  who  seem  now 
to  be  pushing  themselves   forward   into   power, 
and  I  trust  God  will  overule  to  the  putting  down 
of  such  rash  and  intemperate  spirits,  and  to  the 
bringing  about  the  desired  object  by  peaceable 
and  judicious  means.     I  cannot  but  admire  your 
heroic  patriotism,  in  allowing  yourself,   at   the 
age   of  eighty-seven,   and   after  twenty  years' 
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►c  — 


t*n'HE   Sabbath  morning's  opening  light, 
Again  salutes  our  eyes  ; 
With  hallow' d  joy,  and  new  delight, 
We  hail  the  heav'n-born  prize. 

For  us  this  precious  day  was  made, 

To  us  this  day  was  giv'n  ; 
Our  hearts  from  earthly  things  to  lead, 

And  draw  our  souls  to  heav'n. 

To  keep  it  holy,  God  commands, 

And  promises  His  grace 
To  such  as  bow  to  His  demands, 

And  strive  to  seek  His  face. 


m?£s0%& 
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JCinrs,  iorittrit  at  Jtamarfe. 


KfSHE  following  lines  were  suggested  by  the 
beautiful  views  in  and  from  Sir  R.  W. 
Bulkeley's  Park,  at  Beaumaris,  Anglesea,  and 
written  there  during  a  short  sojourn  which  the 
author,  with  part  of  his  family,  enjoyed  in  that 
lovely  and  interesting  place,  in  the  latter  part 
of  the  month  of  September,  1851. 

WHO  says  this  lovely  world  of  ours 

Is  not  divinely  fair  ? 
What  cynic  knits  his  brows,  and  lowers, 

And  says,  "  No  joys  are  there  ?" 

Did  He  who  form'd  these  vales  and  hills. 
And  spread  these  scenes  around, 

Build  it  a  lazar-house  of  ills, 
To  dazzle  and  confound  ? 
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Did  He  stretch  out  the  fertile  plain, 
And  clothe  with  living  green  ; 

Scoop  out  the  vallies,  fill  with  grain, 
With  flocks  and  herds  between  ? 

Did  He  lead  forth  the  growing  spring, 

In  flowery  garlands  clad  ; 
Launch  happy  myriads  on  the  wing, 

And  bid  them  all  be  glad  ? 

Did  He  stretch  oat  the  boundles*  skies, 

And  fill  wilh  golden  light  ; 
"  One  sun  hy  day  to  set  and  rise, 

"  Ten  thousand  suns  by  night  ?" 

Did  He  pile  up  these  mountain  heights, 
And  spread  the  rolling  flood  ; 

Fill  up  the  measure  of  delights, 

And  then  pronounce  them  "  good  ?" 

Did  He  create  these  wondrous  frames, 

Thus  moulded  to  enjoy  ; 
Find  sweet  response  to  all  their  claims, 

In  endless  forms  of  joy  ? 

Did  He  create  th'  enquiring  eye, 
And  plant  the  hearing  ear; 
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My  ev'ry  taste  and  sense  supply, 
With  all  heaven's  skill  and  care  ? 

Did  He  create  me  what  I  am, 
And  kindly  place  me  where  ; 

Light  up  within  the  vital  flame, 
To  blast  it  with  despair  ? 

Did  He, — all  rich  in  bounty, — bliss 

Thus  lavish  out  its  stores, 
Only  to  make  display  of  His, 

And  blight  and  wither  ours  ? 

Ah,  no  !  His  name,  His  nature  love, 
Made  all  things  for  our  bliss  ; 

And  bade  us  in  their  fulness  prove, 
How  rich, — how  boundless  his  ! 

But  white  I  find  so  much  to  please, 
(And  'tis  His  will  I  should), 

I  dare  not  make  my  heav'n  of  these, 
And  seek  no  higher  good. 

This  lovely  woild,  these  scenes  so  sweet, 
Which  sd  delight  the  soul  ; 
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KXIHESE  lines  were  suggested  by  a  view  from 

T 

"^  one  of  the  bold  acclivities  of  the  Snow- 
don  range,  near  Conway,  which  overlooks 
the  bay  and  surrounding  mountain  scenery. — 
The  Snowdon  chain  of  mountains,  the  head  of 
which  (Snowdon)  is  more  than  twenty  miles  off, 
commences  here. 

FROM  these  bold  heights,  what  scenes  sublime 

Enchant  the  wond'ring  gaze  ! 
What,  then,  from  those  where  space  and  time, 

Are  lost  in  heaven's  full  blaze  ! 

Thus  "  nature  up  to  nature's  God," 

Directs  the  aspiring  soul  ; 
Whilst  ev'ry  step  along  the  road, 

Tells  of  the  glorious  whole. 


■  :._<-a 
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gliusumntfr  pntiitrj  thoughts, 

at  mr.  Gardner's,  oxhii.l,  Warwickshire. 


XJT f)W  sweet,  this  solemn  evening  hour  ! 

How  melts  my  soul  beneath  its  power! 
What  magic  steals  along  the  glade, 
As  silent  falls  the  deepening  shade, 
And  spell-bound  nature,  as  asleep, 
Her  breathless  vespers  seems  to  keep  ; 
While  not  ev'n  zephyr's  downy  tread, 
Disturbs  the  silence  of  the  shade. 

But,  hark! 
Do  1  not  in  the  nearer  skies, 
Where  the  last  golden  sunbeam  dies, 
Hear  thrillings  of  some  seraph's  lyre, 
Soft  swelling  now,  and  now  expire  ; 
As  though  some  guest  from  w  >rld  unseen, 
Drawn  by  this  soul-inspiring  scene, 
Had  left  its  loftier  scenes  of  bliss, 
To  taste,  if  not  to  envy,  this  ? 
Or  kindred  spirit,  to  invite 
To  join  them  on  the  plains  of  light, 
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Ami  show  bow  near  their  paradise, 


To  this  our  earthly  region  lies  ! 


And  is  it  thou .  my  Louey*  dear  ? 
And  can  it  be  thy  harp  I  hear  ? 
O  touch  once  more  that  melting  strain  ! 
0  let  me  hear  that  voice  again  ! 
And  tell  me  why  thou  *tol  >t  away, 
And  could'st  not  stop  to  hear  me  say 
Farewell  !      Nor  let  a  father's  tear 
Drop  on  the  cheek  he  lov'd  so  dear  ; 
Nor  kiss  thee,  ere  thy  spirit  fled, 
To  join  the  visions  of  the  dead  ! 


And  why, — for  thou  canst  now  explain, — 
So  soon,  so  strange,  so  free  from  pain. 
Thine  exit  hence  ?     Was  there  some  plan, 
Laid  by  the  foe  of  God  and  man, 
To  entrap  thy  soul,  and  seize  the  gem 
Thou  hadst  of  long  assign'd  to  Him, 
Whose  right  it  was,  by  price  so  dear 
Paid  on  the  cross  ?     Or  was  there  near, 
Some  storm,  whose  deluge  might  o'erflow, 
And  plunge  thee  in  a  sea  of  woe  P 

-  Referring  to  the  author's  daughter^  Miss  Louisa  Eng- 
land, who  died  most  unexpectedly,  during  the  temporary 
absence  of  her  fe&er,  May  1,  1«49. 
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And  hence  thy  Father,  in  His  love, 
Call'd  thee  into  His  house  above  ; 
And  bade  tba  messenger  take  heed, 
And  do  with  tenderness  and  speed, 
His  errand  ;   having  kind  regard 
To  her  He  took,  and  those  He  spar'd  ; 
And  thus  in  judgment  still  to  prove, 
His  "  darling  attribute"   is  love  ! 

And  shall  I  call  thee  back  again, 
To  share  a  life  of  toil  and  pain  ? 
And  danger  too  ? — the  foe  abroad, 
And  millions  on  the  downward  road, 
Led  by  Ins  wiles  ?     Ah,  no  !   I  dare 
Not  wish  thee  back,  but  hope  to  share 
Thy  lov'd  society  ere  long, 
And  join  thee  in  the  seraph's  song  ! 
When  tun'd  anew,  this  worn  out  lyre 
Shall  catch  some  sparks  of  heaven's  own  fire, 
And  emulate  thy  softer  note, 
As  meet  for  one  so  dearly  bought  ! 
And  mingle  there  our  thankful  lays, 
And  "  lost  in  wonder,    love,  and  praise,'' 
We'll  bow  together  at  His  feet, 
And  taste  the  bliss  of  heav'n  complete. 

June  24,  1858. 


Kb  gta  Siirarnrs. 


S  0  NG,  —  •'  H  A  R  V  E  S  T      H  O  M  E. 
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"*  £f$HE  joy  of  harvest"  shall  be  sung, 

Tho'  not  of  ripen'd  corn  ; 
The  fleece  demands  a  grateful  song, 
For  ev'ry  sheep  that's  shorn. 

While  hills  and  vales,  and  landscapes  broad, 

In  summer-glories  clad  ; 
Proclaim  the  bounty  of  our  God, 

And  bid  our  hearts  be  glad  : 

What  endless  forms  of  bles.-ings  more, 

Lie  clust'ring  all  around  ! 
Each  adding  to  the  boundless  store, 

For  man's  provision  found  ! 
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Tlje  mine,  the  flood,  the  flock,  the  field, 

The  air,  the  seas,  the  sky  ; — 
Their  richly-varied  treasures  yield, 

His  wishes  to  supply  ! 

For  food,  for  raiment,  labour,  rest, 

For  ornament  as  well  ; 
Heavens  bounty  has  forestall'd  and  bless' d, 

Beyond  what  tongue  can  tell. 

These  favours  for  the  life  below, 
Hath  God's  rich  bounty  given  ; 

But  calls  His  fuller  joys  to  know, 
In  the  blest  realms  of  heav'n. 

Then  let  us  all,  with  heart  and  voice, 

Unite  his  love  to  praise  ; 
Each  make  His  will  our  happy  choice, 

And  serve  him  all  our  days. 

OjchiU,  J  tote  25,  185G. 


■:j-x;cc;^:cr:s;_     : 


W< 


•    .     ■" 


%\t  gfatjrarotj  firaitf. 


TO  JOHN   BF.XBOW,  ESQ.,  M.P.  FOR  DUDLEY. 


►  C 


Dudley,  April  21,  1845. 


Sir, 


Haying  had  the  honour  of  committing 
to  your  charge  the  Wesleyan  petitions  for  this 
town  against  tlie  Maynooth  Grant,  I  cannot  re- 
frain from  expressing  to  you  the  mortification  I 
feel,  and  which  I  am  sure  is  felt  by  all  the  peti- 
tioners, at  finding  that  you  withheld  your  vote 
against  it,  and  took  a  neutral  position — a  course 
as  unworthy  as  unexpected  in  such  a  cause. — 
There  is,  I  conceive,  a  prevailing  and  most  dan- 
gerous error  abroad  respecting  this  measure, 
and  into  which,  I  must  conceive,  you  have  fallen. 
It  is  generally  regarded   as  a  purely  political 
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question,  or  one  involving  so  Little  of  a  religious 
character  ;is  not  to  deserve  consideration.  On 
the  oilier  hand,  I  cannot  but  view  it  as  para- 
mountly  a  religious  one,  and,  when  stripped  of 
political  sophistry,  resolves  itself  into  this  : — 
"  .Shall  Protestantism  or  Popery  be  the  ascend- 
ant religion  of  these  realms?"  Snch  is  the 
view  taken  of  it  by  the  most  thinking  part  of  the 
Protestant  community,  and  I  will  venture  to  add 
that  if  the  parties  who  oppose  it  were  analysed, 
it  would  be  found  that  the  more  deeply  any  man 
or  any  body  of  men,  is  imbued  with  the  religion 
of  the  Bible,  the  more  deep,  and  grave,  and 
anxious,  will  be  their  feelings  on  this  momen- 
tous subject. 

According  to  the  present  aspect  of  the  ease,  the 
friends  of  the  measure  no  doubt  expect  to  carry 
it,  but  they  should  know  that  if  they  do  so  it  will 
be  against  a  rising  current  of  deep-drawn  Pro- 
testant feeling,  that  will  not  be  diverted  by  the 
false  glosses  of  Jesuitical  reasoning,  and  of  which 
they  have  but  just  fell  the  setting  in.  But  be  it 
even  so — those  honourable  members  who  have 
opposed,  and  who  shall  oppose  it,  will  have  dis- 
charged a  duly  to  God  and  their  country,  which 
will  not   lad  of  being  a   source  of  satisfaction 
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through  life,  and  have  secured  the  lasting  esteem 
of  all  their  protestant-hearted  constituents,  who 
will  greet  them  on  a  future  clay  with  more  than 
mere  political  pleasure. 

But  let  those  men  who,  in  this  the  day  of  her 
trial,  have  betrayed  the  sacred  cause  of  our  pure 
form  of  Christianity, — insulted  the  memory  of 
our  sainted  forefathers,  who  rescued  it  out  of  the 
iron  grasp  of  Popery  by  their  blood, — through 
flames, — and  at  the  martyr's  stake, — let  them,  I 
say,  return  for  the  suffrages  of  their  heart- 
wounded  constituents, — and  the  day  will  soon 
come  when  they  must  do  so, — and  I  predicate 
they  will  find  enough  of  Protestant  blood  still 
remaining  to  send  them  back,  branded  with  dis- 
grace,— a  disgrace  to  which  time  itself  will  only 
add  a  deeper  shade.  They  will  find  that  the 
national  feeling  is  not  yet  prepared  to  adopt  ex- 
pediency for  principle,  nor  the  mummeries  and 
blasphemies  of  Popery  for  the  eternal  truths  of 
the  Bible. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 
Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 

Geo.  England. 


mmm     mm} 


Sjre  ilapooifi  (taut 


TO  JOHN  BEXBOW,  ESQ.,  M.P.  FOR  DUDLEY. 


Sir, 

As  you  have  not  yet  committed 
yourself,  but  maintained  a  neutral  position  on 
the  great  subject  of  the  endowment  of  Popery, 
I  take  the  liberty  of  addressing  to  you  a  few 
more  observations,  in  the  hope  that  you  may  be 
induced  to  give  it  your  opposition  on  the  third 
reading.  I  think  you  must  perceive  that,  as 
I  stated  in  my  last,  the  question  resolves  itself 
simply  into  this: — "Shall  Protestantism  or 
Popery  be  the  ascendant  religion  of  these 
realms  ?" 

The  more  I  examine  the  subject,  the  more 
fully  am  I  convinced  thai  this  is  its  only  pro- 
bable  and    legitimate   issue.      I   need    not    refer 
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you  to  i\<  history  to  show  (though  that  in  every 
page  i  charged  with  resistless  proofs;  of  it)  that 
Popery  is  a  system  that  will  admit  of  no  rival 
in  either  ecclesiastical  or  political  dominion  ;  its 
very  essence,  constitution,  and  life,  are  based  on 
the  principle  of  supremacy;  and  it  is  only  re- 
peating' the  plainesl  truism  to  say,  that  there  is 
no  sacrilege,  no  treason,  no  perjury,  no  deed  of 
cruelty  and  blood, — in  short,  no  crime  which 
the  devil  has  ever  put  it  into  the  heart  of  man 
to  conceive,  thai  she  has  not  resorted,  and  will 
nit  resort  to  (for  she  is  unchanged  and  unchan- 
geable), in  order  to  accomplish  her  one  vital 
object, — the  subjugation  of  all  power  to  herself. 
It  is  not,  therefore,  on  the  ground  of  religion 
alone  (though  when  it  is  remembered  that  Ro- 
man Catholicism  is  essentially  a  system  of  idol- 
atry, and  directly  opposed  to  the  truth  of  the 
Bible,  that  ought  and  will  be  enough  to  arm 
every  scripturally  imbued  mind  against  it),  but 
also  on  the  broad  ground  of  loyalty  to  our  Pro- 
testant queen,  liberty  of  conscience,  and  securjty 
of  life  and  property,  that  we  are  called  upon  to 
resist  this  dangerous  measure. 

But  some  are  resting   in   quiet,  lulling  them- 
selves with    the  vague  idea  that   this  country  is 
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too  enlightened  and  too  far  advanced  in  religion 
and  science  to  be  in  any  danger  from  a  system 
so  absurd  and  superstitious  as  Popery.  I  would 
say  to  such, — study  its  essential  character  ;  look 
at  its  progress,  mark  the  signs  of  the  times,  and 
you  will  find  enough  to  excite  alarm  and  ar<  use 
to  action.  Its  character  is  that  of  a  vortex, — 
greedy  as  the  gi'ave, — and  with  powers  of  ex- 
pansion sufficient  to  embrace  and  engulph  the 
world  :  its  progress  meets  yon  at  every  view, 
in  the  erections  of  cathedrals  and  chapels,  the 
founding  of  monasteries  and  religious  orders, 
the  revival  and  encouragement  of  the  Jesuit'-, 
and  stealthily  installing  them  in  our  universities 
and  seats  of  learning,  to  innoculate  with  their 
deadly  poison  the  rising  hopes  of  the  nation  in 
her  youth,  and  various  other  forms,  which  can- 
not be  unnoticed  but  by  the  judicially  or  wilfully 
blind. 

In  the  signs  of  the  times  we  see  a  large  ma- 
jority of  the  junior,  and  many  of  the  senior 
clergy  of  the  Established  Church,  deeply  imbued 
with  the  tractarian  heresy, — the  very  fac  simile 
of  Romanism,—  some  of  them  boldly  condemn- 
ing the  Reformation,  ami  going  over  to  their 
congenial  spirit.   "  the  .Mother  of  Harlots,"   and 
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others  in  great  numbers  standing  on  (lie  thresh- 
liold  of  her  temple,  with  wistful   eyes  to  enter  ; 
societies    established    for    the    revival    of    her 
gloomy  hut   appropriate  architecture  ;  u  Young 
England  "  desecrating  its  high   talents,  worthy 
of  a  hetter  cause,   in  resuscitating  the   sahhath- 
profaning  pleasures  and    brutal   sports   of  the 
dark  ages  ;  with  a  variety  of  other  ominous  cir- 
cumstances, which  I  have  neither  time  nor  space 
to  expatiate  upon.     Put    some  will  still   insist 
that   Popery,  with  all  its  train  of  monstrosities, 
is  too  palpably  absurd  to  meet   with  any  dan- 
gerous   encouragement     in     these    enlightened 
times.     Let  such  recollect  what  they  learnt  at 
school,  that, 

"  Vice  is  a  monster  of  such  horrid  mien, 
That  to  lie  bated  need  but  to  be  seen; 
Hut  seen  too  oft,  familiar  prows  her  face, 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace." 

I  need  not  suggest  the  inference.  If,  then,  the 
case  be  at  all  such  as  I  have  faintly  and  imper- 
fectly represented  it,  and  the  picture  is  correct 
as  far  as  it  goes,  hut  greatly  deficient  in  colour 
and  force,  I  ask,  is  there  any  contingency,  any 
case  of  expediency,  which  can  justify,  in  the 
sight    of  God    and   this   Protestant   country,    a 
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course  of  proceeding,  (he  direct  tendency  of 
which  is  to  bring  abont  all  these  fearful  evils, 
by  the  re'-establisirierit  of  Popery  in  this  land  ? 
But  I  was  lately  told  by  a  noble  lord  that  this 
is  an  act  of  necessary  policy  and  just  restitu- 
tion ;  if  of  policy,  it  is  assuredly  of  a  most 
delusive  and  short-sighted  character ;  everyone 
knows  that  it  will  only  increase  the  demands  of 
the  Irish  agitators,  while  it  will  foster,  if  not 
create,  a  crisis,  when  Protestantism  will  have  to 
yield  to  the  dominion  of  Rome,  or  fight  over 
her  battles  again.  That  she  will  submit  her 
righteous  cause  to  the  unrighteous  claims  of  her 
rival,  wiihout  a  fearful  struggle,  both  God  and 
man  forbid  ;  and  then  the  plain  question  comes 
to  this,  shall  we  contend  with  the  lion  in  the 
cub,  or  shall  we  tamper  and  play  with  him  until 
he  has  attained  his  full  growth,  and  then  at- 
tempt the  conquest  when  he  has  us  bleeding 
an:l  writhing  in  his  jaws  ?  As  to  the  question 
of  restitution,  I  would  remark  that  there  cannot 
be  a  more  false  position  than  that  put  forth  by 
the  Papists,  and  re-echoed  by  some  in  high 
places, — that  Christianity  and  Popery  are  iden- 
tical and  co-existent  with  each  other.  Popery 
is  no  more  than  a  base  and  frightful  caricature 
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of  the  former,  and  was  unknown  in  this  and 
every  oilier  country,  till  many  centuries  after 
Christianity  had  existed  here  in  its  primitive 
simplicity, — until  it  was  persecuted  and  sup- 
planted, and  robbed  of  its  lights  and  revenues, 
by  this  hideous  monster  in  the  name  of  Christ. 

When,  therefore,  Protestantism  assumed  the 
ascendancy,  it  only  resumed  those  rights  which 
had  been  wrested  from  it  by  the  iron  hand  of 
oppression  and  fraud.  But  if  any  of  our  aris- 
tocracy should  feel  conscious  that  their  forefa- 
thers, at  the  time  of  the  Reformation,  obtained 
by  force  or  wrong  any  of  the  revenues  of  the 
church,  "  let  them  confess,  and  let  them  re- 
store. But  first  let  the  Pope  restore ;  let  him, 
with  tears  of  blood  and  deep  penitence,  restore 
the  divine  titles  of  which  he  has  robbed  the 
divine  Saviour ;  let  him,  with  heart-breaking 
shame,  restore  the  throne  which  he  dares  to  oc- 
cupy in  the  temple  of  God,  '  showing  himself 
as  if  he  were  a  God,'  and  receiving  homage 
from  the  vassals  whose  consciences  he  has  bound, 
and  whose  understandings  he  has  blinded  ;  let 
him  restore  the  word  of  God,  that  bread  of  life, 
to  the  famishing  millions  from  whom  he  has 
sacrilegiously  withheld  it ;  let  him  restore  the 
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right  of  private  judgment  to  the  countries  lie 
holds  hound  in  the  dark  fetters  of  ignorance 
and  superstition  j  let  him  disgorge  the  count- 
less millions  of  which  he  lias  robbed  this  and 
<il her  countries,  under  the  pretence  of  granting 
indulgences,"  and  by  all  the  diabolical  tricks 
and  frauds  he  has  practised  through  the  dark 
period  of  his  guilty  reign.  Let  those  unworthy 
bishops  and  ministers  of  the  Established  Church 
who  receive  her  revenues,  and  instead  of  at- 
tending to  the  duties  of  their  sacred  office,  and 
by  precept  and  example  endeavouring  to  win 
over  their  impoverished  and  deluded  charges, 
spend  those  revenues  in  luxury  and  vice  in  fo- 
reign lands,  or  in  idleness  and  debauchery  in 
their  own, — let  them,  burning  with  shame  and 
compunction,  restore. 


I  am  (old  by  a  noble  lord,  that  "  The  Reform- 
ation did  not  take  effect  in  Ireland:"  and  why 
did  it  not  ?  Because  the  men  into  whose  hands 
the  sacred  duty  of  working  it  out  has  been  com- 
mitted, have  in  great  numbers  been  disqualified 
by  want  of  true  piety  for  the  work,  and  conse- 
quently have  proved  unfaithful  to  their  trust, 
and  instead  of  breaking,  have,  by  their  wicked 
lives  and    practices,   only   riveted  more   firmly 


(he  chains  of  that  superstition  they  were  de- 
signed to  remove.  Let  such,  I  say,  as  in  righ- 
teous duty  bound,  restore.  But  we,  as  British 
Protestants,  having  in  no  way  injured  or 
wronged  our  Irish  fellow  subjects,  whom  we 
sincerely  pity  and  love,  will  never  consent  to 
give  our  money  to  perpetuate  and  spread  that 
blighting,  baneful,  blasphemous  system,  which 
is  the  crowning  curse  of  that  and  every  other 
country  where  it  predominates. 

These,  sir,  are  some  of  the  views  which  I, 
and  I  believe  a  great  majority  of  our  Protestant 
community,  take  of  the  proposed  endowment  of 
Popery  ;  and  I  will  not  hesitate  to  declare  my 
conviction  that  the  minister  who  has  brought  it 
forward  is  guilty  of  a  gross  violation  of  Chris- 
tian principle,  and  of  treason  to  his  queen  and 
country,  and  that  every  member  who  supports 
him  in  it  is  a  partaker  of  his  sin. 

I  have  the  honour  to  be,  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient  humble  servant, 


Geo  England. 


Dudley,  May  12,  1845. 


i^SSg 


ritffii  iu  glrs.  (Sartnurr's  Star, 


Dear  Madam, 

IS^OU  ask  me  in  your  book  to  write, 

But  what  have  I  to  say, 
But  has  a  thousand  times  been  writ, 
In  a  far  better  way  ? 

Tis  true,  I  ought,  at  sev'nty-five, 

Some  wisdom  to  have  gain'd  ; 
And  this  I've  learnt,  that  well  to  live, 
I  have  not  yet  attain'd. 

And  farther  this, — that  heaven's  kind  will, 

Is  happiness  to  man  ; 
A  iid  that  he  makes  his  cup  of  ill, 

By  frustrating  heaven's  plan. 
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By  list'ning  to  his  own  desires, 
Which  lead  his  steps  astray; 

While  wisdom  in  his  soul  expires, 
Who  shuns  the  narrow  way. 

That  'tis  in  mere)7  he  corrects, 
And  while  his  chastenings  pain, 

No  real  blessing  he  neglects, 
The  better  end  to  gain. 

That  'tis  our  wisdom  to  enjoy 
His  favours  as  they're  giv'n  ; 

Nor  let  foreboding  cares  alloy 
The  gen'rous  gifts  of  heav'n. 

That  while  our  pilgrimage  below, 

Involves  distress  and  care, 
'Tis  folly  to  delight  in  woe, 

Or  languish  in  despair. 

Two  things  there  are  we  should  endure, 

Nor  e'er  let  grief  unman  ; 
Evils,  the  which  we  cannot  cure, 

And  evils  which  we  can. 

The  former  to  lament  were  vain, 
The  latter  to  amend, 
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'Twere  wise  our  efforts  well  to  strain, 
Till  we  attain  the  end. 

The  sum  of  all  the  matter  this, — 
"  And  he  who  reads  may  run," — 

God's  will  is  man's  true  happiness, 
His  misery  all  his  own  ! 

Oxhill,  June  23,  1856. 
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My  Fellow-Countrymen, 

As  the  time  is  now  at  hand  when 
you  will  have  to  exercise  the  elective  franchise, 
a  privilege  involving  the  most  serious  responsi- 
bility of  a  citizen  of  a  free  country,  I  beg  to 
address  to  you  a  few  thoughts  upon  one  point, 
and  that  of  the  very  highest  consideration,  at 
the  present  juncture,  in  regard  to  the  use  of  that 
privilege.  The  point  I  allude  to,  and  the  only 
one  to  which  I  wish  upon  this  occasion  to  draw 
your  attention,  is  the  present  perilous  condition 
of  that  great  and  glorious  bulwark  of  our  coun- 
try's safety, — our  national  Protestantism. 
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You  cannot  be  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  that 
sacred  trust,  purchased  at  the  martyr's  stake, 
and  with  the  blood  of  our  forefathers,  and  com- 
mitted to  our  charge  to  be  preserved  and  handed 
down  unimpaired  to  our  posterity,  is  now  placed 
in  fearful  jeopardy,  It  is  assailed  from  without 
by  all  the  subtil ty  and  malice  of  Jesuits  and 
popish  emissaries  of  every  class  and  shade,  who 
are  straining  every  nerve  for  ecclesiastical  as- 
cendancy; and  betrayed  within  by  her  professed 
friends  in  many  of  the  ministers  of  the  Estab- 
lished Church,  who,  under  a  cloak  of  zeal  for 
her  cause,  are  training  their  flocks  in  the  dog- 
mas of  Puseyism  to  embrace  the  doctrines  of 
Rome,  and  going  over  themselves  to  her  com- 
munion ; — scoffed  at  by  infidels,  and  regarded 
by  the  masses  of  the  people  with  the  coldest 
indifference  and  neglect; — while  our  statesmen 
and  rulers,  unfaithful  to  the  solemn  trust  com- 
mitted to  their  hands,  are  in  various  ways  up- 
holding and  giving  countenance  to  this  blight- 
ing heresy,  and  emboldening  her  in  her  daring 
inroads  upon  our  Ptotestant  institutions,  and 
taxing  a  Protestant  people  in  millions  to  endow 
and  maintain  a  system  of  religious  idolatry, 
which  they  are  taught  in  their  creed, — by  legal 

statutes,  the  rubric  of  the  Established  Church, 
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and  the  Bible,  is,  "  False  and  Blasphe- 
mous," and  thus  endangering  the  glorious  fa- 
bric of  tiie  Reformation,  together  with  our  ini- 
mitable constitution  which  is  built  thereon. 

If,  therefore,  there  ever  was  a  time  when  true 

* 

patriotism  was  demanded  at  the  hands  of  every 
lover  of  his  country, — that  time  is  now  come. 
You  cannot  sit  neuter  and  be  guiltless.  You 
cannot  vote  regardless  of  the  religious  principles 
of  the  men  you  support,  without  being  more 
guilty  still.  The  present  circumstances  of  your 
country  imperiously  demand  that  you  give  your 
suffrages  to  such  men  only  as  will  uphold  in  its 
integrity  that  which  is  the  basis  of  all  our  na- 
tional glory  and  strength,  and  which  alone,  un- 
der God,  has  placed  us  at  the  head  of  all  the 
empires  of  the  earth— our  Protestant  Christian- 
ity. Assure  yourselves,  then,  that  the  men  of 
your  choice  are  neither  heedless  of,  nor  indiffer- 
ent to,  these  vital  principles.  That  they  are 
sound  Protestants, — men  who  would  rather  give 
their  necks  to  the  block  than  their  hands  to  the 
pope,  that  they  will  defend  and  uphold,  even  to 
the  death,  this  palladium  of  your  country's 
greatness  ;  and  in  doing  this  you  will  have  se- 
cured that  which  is  the  basis  of  the  best  and 
soundest  legislation. 
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Upon  the  electors  of  the  present  day  devolves 
the  solution  of  the  tremendous  questions, — 
Shall  these  realms  continue  to  enjoy  the  free 
use  of  the  word  of  God,  liberty  of  conscience, 
personal  freedom,  with  all  the  boundless  bless- 
ings of  Protestantism  ;  or  shall  we  again  be 
brought  under  the  degrading  subjection  and 
vassalage  of  Rome  ?  Shall  we  cower  down 
from  the  lofty  position  of  independence  and 
glory  to  which  our  religion  has  raised  us,  and 
put  our  necks  under  the  foot  of  the  haughty 
pontiff:1  Shall  we  live  in  the  light  of  a  pure 
Christianity,  and  the  smiles  of  heaven  ;  or  shall 
"The  light  that  is  in  us  become  darkness;" 
and,  "  knowing  the  Master's  will  and  doing  it 
not,"  shall  we  bring  down  upon  ourselves  the 
heavy  curse  of  the  unfaithful  servant,  and  "  be 
beaten  with  many  stripes  F" 

This,  my  fellow-electors,  is  a  faint  view  of  the 
position  in  which  we  stand.  Do  not  then  allow 
yourselves  to  be  spell-bound  by  a  false  security, 
as  it  is  too  clear  great  numbers  of  our  country- 
men are,— look,  1  beseech  you,  fairly  and  fully 
at  the  subject, —and  it  is  one  which  God  and 
your  country  demand  of  you  to  examine, — awake 
from  your  lethargy, — arise  and  quil  yourselves 
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like  men.  And  let  not  the  middle  and  humbler 
classes  fancy  that  they  have  but  a  small  stake 
in  this  matter,  and  that  they  may  excuse  them- 
selves of  this  duty  ; — assure  yourselves,  my 
friends,  that  no  class  of  men  in  this  free  coun- 
try has  a  more  important  stake  to  lose.  It  is 
the  sure  and  invariable  working  of  Popery  to 
break  down  the  middle  ranks  of  society,  and 
beget  a  community  of  priests,  lords,  and  beg- 
gars. In  proof  of  this  look  at  Spain,  Portugal 
and  Italy  ;  and,  nearer  home,  our  own  wretched 
Ireland ;  in  short,  look  at  any  country  where 
she  holds  the  reigns,  and  you  will  need  no  fur- 
ther argument  in  proof  of  this.  Popery  is  a 
perfect  plague  spot  in  every  country  where  she 
predominates, — like  the  deadly  upas  tree,  she 
poisons  all  within  the  influence  of  her  baneful 
shade.  But  you  must  not  look  at  Ptoman  Ca- 
tholicism as  it  is  exhibited  in  this  country  in 
the  present  day,  or  in  Ireland,  or  even  in  any 
part  of  the  world,  for  its  true  picture.  Popery 
is  unchanged  and  unchangeable,  and  it  is  only 
Protestantism  and  British  influence  that  has  put 
a  curb  upon  her  persecuting  ferocity,  and  pre- 
vented her  crimes  of  the  dark  ages  being  brought 
down  to  the  present  times.  Let  her,  then,  get 
hold   of  the   reins   in  this  country,  and   she  is 
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moving  heaven  and  earth  to  accomplish  it,  and 
she  will  soon  throw  off  the  sheep's  clothing  she 
now  assumes,  and  convince  a  judicially- hlinded 
people,  when  it  is  too  late,  that  she  is  the  same 
blighting,  persecuting  monster  as  she  has  ever 
been. 

But  let  my  readers  distinctly  understand  that 
in  making  these  strong  remarks,  I  intend  no 
reflection  upon  my  Roman  Catholic  fellow-sub- 
jects. It  is  not  Papists,  but  Popery  that  I  re- 
probate ;  and  I  do  so  because  it  is  derogatory  to 
the  word  of  God, — fearfully  dangerous  to  the 
soul  of  man,  and  leads  infallibly  to  the  depriv- 
ing him  of  that  mental  and  physical  independ- 
ence in  which  God  created  him,  and  to  the 
reducing  him  to  the  most  degrading  vassalage 
both  of  body  and  mind.  That  Popery  does  all 
this,  history  and  experience  writes  as  with  a 
sunbeam.  Shall  she  repeal  her  triumphs  in 
this  land  of  liberty  and  light  ?  Her  armies  and 
her  banners  are  in  the  field, — arouse,  Protestant 
electors,  to  the  conflict !  God  and  your  country 
demand  it. 

A  Protestant   Elector. 
Dudley,  June  25th,  1847- 
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ON    MY    SKVEXTY-FIFTH    BIRTH-DAY. 


I  IOD  of  my  life  !  I  long  to  raise 
^**      Some  grateful  tribute  to  Thy  praise ; 
In  whom  I  live,  and  breathe,  and  move, 
A  monument  of  .sparing  love  ! 

Thy  mercy  hath  prolonged  my  span 
Beyond  the  common  lot  of  man ; 
And  still  allows  to  taste  those  joys, 
Which  withering  age  so  oft  destroys. 

"  The  keepers"  still  the  gates  defend  ; 
"  The  strong  men  "  yet  refuse  to  bend  ; 
"  Those  at  the  windows  "    still  have  light  ; 
And  "  music's  daughters  "  yield  delight. 
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What  though  "  the  almond  "  blossoms  fair, 
'  Tlie  bird  wakes  up," — but  not  to  care  ; 
"  The  clouds  return," — not  "  after  rain  ;" 
Life  yields  much  pleasure, — little  pain  ! 

The  "  evil  days," — how  long  delayed  ! 
What  mercies  crown  this  hoary  head  ! 
Mercies  unchallenged,- — -ever  new, 
From  "  nether  springs,"  and   "upper"    too! 

'Tis  true  this  wonder-wrought  machine 
In  striking,  marks  without, — within  ; 
Gives  tokens  of  its  mortal  birth, — 
Earth  tending  to  its  native  earth. 

But  why  to  me  this  stretch  of  love  ? 
Oh  !   "  ask  my  Advocate  above  !" 
It  is  because  He  wills  my  bliss, 
And  nothing  spares  to  compass  this. 

And  shall  I  slight  a  boon  so  rare, 
Or  waste  in  folly, — drown  with  care  ? 
Add,  Lord,  to  all  Thy  gifts  beside, 
Wisdom  to  counsel, — grace  to  guide. 

Already  overheld  my  time, 
Surely  the  rest,  how  justly  Thine  ; 


)33^§o^;^i^^(^& 


136 

More  fully  wean  from  earthly  toys 
My  heart, — and  fix  on  purer  joys. 

As  to  the  pole  the  needle  tends, — 
The  glowing  spark  toward  heav'n  ascends, 
The  river  glides  to  meet  the  sea, — 
So  draw  my  spirit  up  to  Thee  ! 

Seize,  regulate,  direct,  control 
Each  power  and  passion  of  my  soul ; 
Till,  all-imhued  with  grace  divine, 
I  in  my  Saviour's  image  shine. 

Thus,  "  may  I  always  ready  stand," 
"  With  my  lamp  burning  in  my  hand  ;" 
Waiting,  whene'er  the  Bridegroom  come, 
To  join  the  supper  of  the  Lamb  ! 

"  Give  there  a  seat  at  Thy  saints'  feet, 
"  Or  some  fall'n  angel's  vacant  seat  ; 
Though  lowest  'mongst  the  ransom'd  throng, 
The  highest  for  the  new-made  song  ! 

To  Him  who  raised  from  deepest  night, 
And  placed  among  the  saints  in  light, 
Who  "  loved  and  washed  us  in  His  blood, 
"  And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God  !" 
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To  Him  !  to  Him  !   the  heav'n-born  host, 
But  louder  still  who  once  were  lost  ! 
And,  louder  than  the  rest,  the  tongue 
Which  stammers  forth  this  feeble  song  ! 
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